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ORIGINAL POEMS. 
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To strike for Liberty the blow, 

Did by his minstrelsy awaken 

The slumbering Grecian , to his gase 

Holding a mirror of past days; 

His harp it was first -thriU'd his breast* 

And taught him, bondmen should not rest: 

That Freedom*s struggle once begun, 

Inherited from sire to son, 

Might ask long years her rights to gain. 

But never — never toiPd in vain! — 

On every mountain through the land, 

To him, a monument should stand — 

His nam'e^ unto the Grecian dear. 

The bark of every tree should bear! 

But lo! Athena rears her head! 
The Greek, with reverential eye. 
Regards those temples of the dead. 
He late would pass unheeded )>y: 
Athenian wisdom dawns once more! 
Minerva^s step is on the shore! 
The Pyrrhic dance is on the plain! 
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The Pyirhic phalanx joins again! — 
Behold! from every side they comef 
The Suliote leaves his rotky home. 
His black -eyed maiden far away; 
And Farga's robber quits his prey. 
See! like a torrenft through the land. 
Where sweeps Albanis^s martial band; 
Bold spirits and athletic forms — 
Destructive as their mountain -storms! 

In peace they eome! the field is won! 
They come, to welcome sire and son! 
See yonder the CorixithlaxL maid. 
Whose hands victorious garlands braid | 
While youths and aged warriours throng, 
To greet their monarch with a song 
Of triumph, and the mingling cries 
Of Otho, — Lewis, — rend the shies! 
Two nations and two tongues combined; 
Two thrones inseparably join'd. 
The royal lyre prophetic spoke! 
For Greece hath shaken off her ypke; 
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And Freedom's tree, as was of yore. 
Grows native of her soil once more: 
A fond and rapturous dream of youth. 
Has ripen'd to substantial truth. 
Oh! may the prospect brighten still! 
The fathei^s wish, may Heaven fulfil! 
The arm of God, the son defend; 
His glory and his days extend! 



WRITTEN AT SEA» 



'Tis sweet to travel thus the trackless way. 
And pensive leaning o'er the vessel's prow. 
While clouds above, are lowering bleah and grey. 
To watch the waves in their eternal flow: 
To see them from their snowy ringlets fling 
The darh weed upward as the breezes wildly sing. 



ON THE DEATH OF COUNT AUGUSTUS 

PLATEN. 



Though cradled in the bleak airs of the North, 

his soul, in time, 

With youthful ardour panted for, and sought a 

Southern clime; 

l^ar more congenial to a being vehement and 

pTire> 

Where, like the produce of the soil, the genius 

growd mature. 

"For he, by nature, was a child of melody and 

song, 

MoY'e fitted for the woodland shade, than city's 

noisy throng. 

O! sweet and many were the strains, he sent 

his native land — 

But silent is the harp, since death hath chilVd 

the Minstrers hand. 
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I 

■ 

JMid strangers — distant— on a wild and breaker- 
beaten shore 

He breathed his spirit out, and even as it had 

been of yore ^ 

His wish and prayer, in solitude, untended at 

the last; 

For deep, continual thought a shadow over him 

had cast. 

And social intercourse denied 5 save filial love 

alone , 

Affections long had ceased in him, or blended 

in that one: 

Thrice holy care! to tend a mother in declining 

age. 

To minister to every pleasure, every pang 

assuage. 

Methinks I see her watch his lonely grave in 

Syracuse , 

Beside her, robed in sable garb, there stands 

the tragic Muse; 

And through their tears they smile, exulting 

that their Platen died 

So crown'd with . fame, at once his Parentis, 

Country's, Monarch's pride. 
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THE FIELD OP BATTLE. 

/ 

But whciii all 13 past it is humbling to tread 
0*er the -weltering field of the lombless dead. 

BTBOBT. 

Before the lark had stirred, 

Or darkless left the slty, 
The mustering drums were heard, 

The neighing steeds reply. 



As redly sanh the sun 

Beneath the western wave 9 
The work of strife was done. 

The labour of the brave! 



A long, long Summer's day 
Began and closed the fight; 

I9^ow cooling sephyrs play, — • 
It is a lovely night! 
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Both camps in silence sleep; 

And all is IrasVd around ^ 
Save^ when the breeses sweep 

Their anthem o'er the ground. 



Their feeble light, through dew. 
Unnumbered 8tar-be«ns shed. 

Upon the living few, -~ 

Upon the thousands dead! 



The thread of li£e is slim» 
The tale of life soon told; 

Ambition's 'eye soon dimi 

The strongest arm soon eold. 



It was but one short hour. 
When valour am oach helm. 

Ye might have seen to towor. 
And threaten to overwhelm! 
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JSfoYf 8trew!d o'er hill and glade , 
In heaps togetker pressed $ 

Friends, foes around are laid — 
In everlastiog re^t! 



Ob! many a fond regret 

Attends the soldier's death: 

For him Lova's cheeh is wet$ 

For him. Fame tmnes her vrreath. 



With motion slight and fleet, 
A maiden's form I see; 

She starts, to hear her feet 
In nighVa serenity. 



Look! from the moon as now 
The clouds an instant roll, 

Look — read upon her ibrovr, 
The anguish of ibe soul! 
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To heaven sbe sencU a glance 
Upbraiding, lull of pain; 

Then stands, as in a trance. 

Though deepest worlis the brain* 



To woman, poor the aim 

YHkich manhood^s bosom moves: 
The paths which lead to Fame, 

Are feared by her who loves. 



With sweets when fiird the cup, 
How often are they wasted; 

Or drunk too rashly up. 

Ere scarce the- lips have tasted! 



Foor sufferer] what to thee 
To morrow^s banquet glare — » 

The Victor's jubilee? — 

The dead, thy single care! 
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A youth) wound in his cloak, 
His first campaign, and last! 

Stretched out beneath an oak, 
ChiD as the midnight blast! 



One hand the banner grasps, 

Its staff alone remaining; 
Love's gift the other clasps, 

And seems in death still straining! 



See her dejected bow 

And Idss that lifeless clay, -— 
Herself, a statue now! 

Anon> she starts away, 



As if recalling hours 

And days her childhood knew 
In homers endearing bowers, 

'Where they together grew. 
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»Cione, geife! for CTer gone!* 
Her bosom deeply sigh'd, 

i»And I am even as ime 

^Wbose latest hope Bath died. 



i»My parents buried lie, 

»The tirain beneath one stone: 
»The widowed willing die •— 

»They cannot live alone! 



)> Alone I cannot dwell, 

vApart firom aU I love; — 

yil soon shall bid favewell 

»To earth, for heaven above! 



»That happy region! where 
i»The soul tan. wander free; 

wWill breathe a puver air, — 
flUnalterable be! 
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» Where 9 round my warrioiir*8 head 9 

vEtemal sunshine rolls! 
»0h! for the narrow bed — 

»To reunite our souls!* 



CONSOLATION IN AFFLICTION. 



While o'er the cold remains of one 

Beloved I hung, in its distress 
M7 mind was from distraction woo. 

A look, replete with tenderness, 
A smile had settled on the claj; 

Twas faint, but legible to love! 
To me said more than words could say : 

Its errand peace, — and from above! 
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18 15. 



Alone as I mused on the shores of the ocean, 
And watch'd a tall vessel glide slowly along , 

Like beautiful spirit, all grace in her motion! 
A chorus of voices thus pour'd forth their song: 

»0h! i/ve are the genii, whose realm is the water, 
i»And precious to-day is the burden we bear: 

i»A hing from his kingdom ! a hero from slaughter ! 
i>A stem desolator — a tyrant's our care! 

nWe snatch'd him away in the eve of his glory^ 
))For terror had palsied the Vanquisher's arm: 

9»That scourge of his Maker, destructive and gory I 
»His mission is finished — dissevered the charm. 
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»An island we seek oat) unfrnitful and lonely; 

« Abandoned by Earth, and surrounded by waves $ 

«cA meet habitation for beings who only 

nHave blackened its surface, and sown it with 

graves. 

«There, high on a rock, he may build like a vulture, 

»'Mid seas, whose dominion he never could claim! 

«May view in his visions the lands whose rich 

culture, 

»To pamper their idol, a desert became! 

«»TbotLgh harden'dby crimes, yet he cmuiot dissemble 

»The deep disappointment that feeds on his heart: 

•Though men could not love him, to witness them 

tremble 

:»And crouch, was the joy of a fiend •— and his part ! 

i»His destiny's sealed I the Oppressor shall never 
vDespoil many nations, to beautify one^ 

yYes, seal'd is his destiny, now and for ever — 
«The meteor hath vanished, they took for a sun! 
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•Ambition's vreak foob ! let Us fate be your mora]. 

« 

^Fame's garlands may bloom on a Patriot's brow, 

'Y>On that of a Tyrant soon withers the laurel — 

itBut Freedom can sanction the blood that must 

flow ! « 

The soag was now ended, the bark erery billow 

Impelled on her course, as a thing volatile » 

Years, years fled apace, and I stood by a willow. 

Which wept o'er a grave , in the heart of that 

isle. 

'Twas there, aH in peace, they had laid the darh 

Spirit! 

Through life, unaccustomed, unable to rest* 

Too lovely a scene for that dust to inherit; 

Too sofk; to inshrine such a turbulent breast! 
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VESUVIUS. 



Dense vapours^ engendered on sulphurous bed. 
Incessantly boil up vfith murmuring sound, 
Lilte gusts ere a tempest; — wherever we tread, 
Lie glowing and many-hued ashes around. 

These tell whera the.worb of destruction hath been! 
A circle ia drawn as hy sorcerer*s wand^ 
For miles, not a herb nor an insect is seen: 
It is, as a demon had breathed o'er the lahd, 1^^ 

And suddenly,, verdure and life left the place! 
A region of death! where the eye seelts in vain 
Some object that moves, or but some human trace. 
If only to know, that we live once again ! 
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Through vineyards and evergreen pastures below. 
The torrents of lava like dark shadows creep; 
And yonder, the rays of the setting sun show 
Two cities y whose dwellers these thousand years 

sleep* 

How call ye a third one, whom palaces deck^ 
Where vessels so haughtily ride in the bay? 
•Tis Naples, — too busied with revels, to recjk 
Her sisters in dust, Herculaneum, Pompeii! 

Yet, Naples' their fate may be thine; for like thea,. 
Their domes were the sojourn of joy, and the hotir 
They fell, was the hour of their bacchanal glee 5 
Secure, in the zenith of beauty and power. 
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DEATH. 



But hai too soon that dream is past. 

nOORE* 



Wtere is the tyrant Death? — Where is he not? — 
The first methinks is easy to expound. 
The leafless tree, the withering flower, 
Attest his presence and his power! — 
Wherefore life should be thus in fetters bound, 
freed, but when past and present are forgot > 
Remains a gloomy mystery! — 
Enough, 'tis so, — nor question why! 
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Death movoth in the darliness of the cloud: 

And art thou, Man! unconscious he is nigh? — 
The lightnings are his glances; thou, 
Dread thunder! art his voice; his brow 
With sh^idow veils the sun. His passing by 
All Nature feels: the forests bend, aloud 

The waters meet, the winds grow hoarse, 
The hills increase their torrent's force. 



Death triumphs mid the cannons* sulphury shower, 

A^Hiere nations mingle in inhuman strife^ 

' He gathers there his light-won spoil — 

A plenteous harvest, without toil: 

For foes embraces are for death or life! 

Alas ! that lusty manhood in such hour 

Should meet to perish — blood flow- 
round 

To enrich their own, or foreign ground. 
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I>eath comes in summer nigbts, when neither air, 
Nor dewy nor rain the thirst of Nature slakes ; 
For then, fierce pestilences light 
On slumbering thousands, like a blight^ 
In agony the smitten sleeper wakes, 
And relatives assemble in despair: 

Yet, placid might have been his rest, 
And fine -spun hopes have filPd his breast ! 



In ocean*8 bed, Death hollows many a grave, 

Making the mariner's bright schemes his sport. 
Clear is the skj, though waves be dark, 
Fair breezes bear along his bark« 
Bach moment nearer to the wish'd for port, — 
And lo! she strikes, and sinkft into the wave. 

Ah! who'd have deem'd such wiles could 

sleep 
Beneath yon calm, pellucid deep? 
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SONNET. 



Hajppy u the death of the youthful. 

OSSlJkV. 

A few short years, our souls their heavenward way 
Aspire, our bones are numbered with the dead. 
As April's blossoms, prematurely shed, 
Thou, lovely one, in youth art past away — 
As promising and innocent as they! 
On no imbittering fruits thy spirit fed; 
Unsullied, to its Maker it hath fled. 
Oh! had'st thou dwelt on earth, perhaps such day 
Of lengthened life had portioned thee despair , 
Or poison'd truth and made thy heart to sigh* 
Far other lot is thine! sorrow and care. 
The world, its scoffs and ills thou dost def^t 
A blessed being, breathing purer air, 
In cloudless regions of Eternity ! 
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GOOD AND EVIL SPIRITS. 



"When Winter with storms . 
Uproots and deforms 
The beautiful ^cene, 
liate sunny and f^een: 
Oh then, in that hour, 
The demons have power! 

So also the. mind , 

When Prudence grows blind; 

When Passion creeps in. 

And instigates sin! 

Oh then, in that hour. 

The demons hare power! 

2 
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When Summer is bright, 
Hath long days of light; 
When every thing's green, 
And skies are serene. 
Without a dark stain; 
The angels then reign* 

So likewise the mind, 
When calm and refined; 
When passes each day 
Beproachless away. 
Without a dark Uain; 
The angels then reign« 
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THE LAKE OF NEMI. 



Oh, had I wings to quit tHia grosser clay! 
Yet not, not altogether from the scene 
Now opening to my view, in bending woods. 
And hills, and vales of still renewed youth; 
Not altogether would I part with these! 
I ^ould but have my mind a purer thing, 
Inhabiting those hills, this peaceful lake, ^- 
Diana's mirror! So serene » of such 
A hue, reflection seema another heaven! 
Oh! that it were my lot to dwell but here; 
Unchanged, unwearied by the course of Time; 
In close communion with fair Nature's works; 
Apart from life, a spirit, hovering round 
The first impressions of my sinless days ; 
Sweet forms ! that came unhoped, unsought for; were 
Beheld — adored, — and in a moment miss'd, 

2* 
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Even as the polar meteor disappears; 
Gone from the eye, but graven in the Bovll 
TVho hath not felt the blood suffuse his cheeky 
As he contemplated those forms of beauty? 
Who hath not felt 9 the while, a wish to live 
For ever in such presence, and to pour 
His being into theirs* — to end with them? 



HUMAN HEARTS. 



Some hearts are hard as steel 9 
While sensitively others feel; 
Like wax, impressions tahe, 
And smitten, too, as quichly break f 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP. 

The ore of the mine. 

In the crucible thrown, 

Must burn ere it shine, — 
Ere its value* be Imown. 

A friend, ere yve love hiip. 
Should sustain the like test; 

Misfortune must prove him. 

Ere we bare him our breast. 

The maid of our choice 

Must love on when we weep. 
And when we rejoice, 

If the heart she would keep, 

A mine full of treasure, 
6uch a friend is to us: 

Exhaustless in pleasure. 
Is the girl we find thus. 



THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 



The silent and motionless rill. 

Too plainly tells, 

That Winter's spells 
Unbroken, are lingering still! 

Though bleak the air, 

Yet here and there, 

At times is seen 

A something green:- 
Young buds, that would Willingly blo^. 
And struggle to shake off the snow! 

The forest, with branches strew'd o'er, 

Fidl well informs 

Where recent storms 
Have pass'd, with their withering power! 

A peace profound 

Is reigning round; 

Yet doth that calm 

Forbode no harm! 
Tis Nature, with just spreading wing, 
Who lists for the footsteps of Spring! 
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THE COLISETJMU 



As late, in th^ shadow of columns I lay, 

Enclosed hj the ruins of Rome's Coliseum, 

The peace of the hour set my fancy in play, — 
The past became truth, and the present a dream. 

The moon at her full, looking through the blue 

heaven , 

(I never beheld her so gloriously bright ! ) 

To earth such a magical lustre had given, 

Entranced, the beholder forgot it was night* 

The Autumn* wind sigh*d through the arches around, 

« 

uFarewellto the Summer !«i I heard in his song^ 
•Farewell to Italia !« his last solemn sound: 

ifHer best summer days have forsaken her long U 
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The mournful truth went to my heart, and the tears 

Fell fast down my cheeks, and I moum'd^ as 

we mourn 

The fall of one known in her innocent years , 

Remembering the bloom that her aspect had 

worn! 

O Italy! frigid the eye that can gaze, 

Can tearless contemplate thy loveliness blasted ! 

Thy glory, thy freedom departed! the lays 

Of thy poets, the seal of thy patriots, all wasted * 

Gould not Dante, Riensi, rekindle one flame, 

. To shiver the fetters that link, and first link'd ? 
Alas! can we hope for redemption, where shame 
And energy sleep, like volcanoes extinct! 
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THE SACRED HEIUX 



In careful' vigilance, Lampetia and Fhetusa hold 

Their father*8 sheep, that feed and roam without 

a fold. 

Where Vulcan's forge *> emits tBs everiasting fire, 

Which soon or late must prove a vast, funereal 

pyre. 

Though now it shower rich harvests o'er Sicilians 

land: 
Too fatal dowry, taken from a demon's hand! 

Apollo's flocks feed night and day 5 their natural 

life 
Is dwindling, undiminish'd by the murderous knife. 
With awful sanctity, their heaven* bom Shepherd 

saw 

Them pasture fearlessly, for mercy was his law; 

♦) Mount Aetna, by the ancients supposed to he Vulcan»s 
forge, where the Cyclops fabricated the thunder-bolts. 
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And innocenee,^ in him, had found at length a 

friend. 

Against mankind, its wont isvader, to defend. 

Oh, moment blest! a thousand barbarous years 

redeeming! 

As one green spot, amid a barren desert gleaming! 

The golden -era, -em tnyvfd in Edan^i h omm% , 

Wlitre ;aU iJuit liwd ym harmleta, iioatUeit » 

its flowers! 

And thoi]^t8 were geittle, mmL the feeble «paik*d 



For love was. all in all, and every thing was pure I— 

A prey to lamine, long oipeB ihe l^illowft to«^ 

Ulysses^ vessel came to fair Sicilians coast. 

Her crew, despair liad hardened, hunger^s fierce 

desire 

Made heedless of the future, — of their chief- 

taih*s Ire: 

Their wolfish ^es behold Tich flocks upon the 

plain; 

Al^ entreailies ttid cemfllattds, are urg^d in vain, 

To stay their sacrilegious crime, ere yet too iale: — 

He knew their disobedience was their Ciertain fate ! 
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They mock his counsel, and defile with blood the 

And fires are kindled, and bright faces gather 

round: 

When, lo! the mangled skins take life, and walk 

about, 

And every recddng nortel, for rerenge, eries out! 

With luinger .tmd despair, Ifieir partners , on the 

wave 

They roll again, and find a welcome, watery grave! 



A CONTEMMiAHED VOYAGE TO 

AVERICA. 

Will change of scene forgetfulness bestow? 
Heal wounded hearts, their broken peace restore? 
No malfier, — it must alter thought, to plough . 
The vast Atlantic, and its lands explore) 
1?Jiose fands, Columbus first beheld emerge 
From watery wastes: his bosom felt the glow 
Of hope and elevated zeal! griefs urge 
Me onward, till I reck not where I go ! 
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THOUGHTS ON THE PAST YEAR. 



I live to see another year 

Linked to the thousands (|;one befoi^; 
And backward look, with many a tear. 

For many a friend beheld no more. 

I mark the joys of youth each hour 

Departing -— some reality! 
Though wither on its stem the flower. 

Another blooms, — but not for inej 

My soul! arraign not Nature's law; 

The fruits of knowledge cull and hive: 
Seek Virtue's well; its waters draw 

And drink) and live, ^ for ever live! 
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ACT I. 



THE DIET AT CRACOW. 

As the curtain rises , the assembly of the Polish 
state is ' seen sitting in the great senate 'hall. On 
an ESTRADSf elevated three steps ^ and overlaid with 
crimson cloth, stands the throne y covered with a ca- 
nopy; on each side hang the arms of Poland and 
lAthuania, 

The king is seated on the throne; on his right 
hand and on his left stand the ten Officers of the 
CrouiTU Below the nisTRdDs , on both sides of the 
theatre, sit the bishops, palatines, and castellans. 
Opposite these f stand the provincial deputies in two 
rows, armed, and with uncovered heads. The 
archbishop of Gnesne, as primate of the kingdom, 
sits nearest the rBOSCENiuu; immediately behind 
him is his chaplain, holding a golden cross, 

ABCHBISHOP OF GIHEISNE. 
The storm • distracted diet hath at length 
Been brought unto a fortunate conclusion; 
The hing and deputies seem well disposed. 



1 
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The nobles are content to take up arms 9 
And free them from the contumacious Rocots *), 
Meanwhile, the king has pledged his sacred word, 
To grant redress to everj just complaint. 

« 

Now therefore, that domestic quiet reigns, 
We may direct our eyes to foreign parts. . 



Is it the will of the illustrious senate. 

That prince Demetrius, who, to Russians throne 

Lays claim, as Ivan*s lineal son, appear 

Before this Seym fValny ♦•) to evince his rights. 

CASTELLAN OF CRACOW. 

Honour and equity demand as much; 
Twere unbecoming to refuse his wish. 

BISHOP OF WERMELAND. 
The documents, whereon he grounds his claims, 
Have been examined, and are found correct. 
He may be heard. 

*) Insurrection of the nobility. 
••) Diet. 
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SEVERAL DEPUTIES. 

He must be heard. 

LEO SAPIEHA. 

To hear, 
Is to ackno^yledge him. 

ODOWALSKY. 

And not to hear him, 
^Vould be unprecedented injury. 

ARCHBISHOP OF GNESBHE:. 
Are we of one accord, that he be heard? 
A second, — and a third time do I ash. 

LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR. 
He may appear befo|re our throne! 

SENATORS. 

May speak! 

DEPUTIES* 
Hear him we will. 

(The High Marshal vf the Crown gives a sign 
with his staff to the door - keeper , who goes to open 
the door,) 



— a — 

LEO SAPIEHA. 

Note down, lord cliaiicellor! 
That I object to inch proceeding, aad 
Its consei^aencesy as against the peace 
Of Poland with the crown of Muscovy. 

(Demstbium enterSf etdvances some pctces towards 
the throne, and with covered head makes three o6et* 
sanceSf one to the kingy another to the senators^ and 
a third to the deputies; they severally return the like 
ceremony. He ajterwards places himself so as to 
face the major part of the meeting and the pxibUc, 
avoiding however to turn his back to the throne; 
from which it will he inferred ^ that the public sit 
in thi diet.) 

ARCHBISHOP OF GNESNE. 

— Prince Demetrius, son of Ivan! Should 
The splendour of the royal states alarm. 
Or presence of the Ung restrain thy tongue , 
It is the senators pleasure, that thou choose 
Some pleader, and employ a stranger^s lips. 
If it seem good to thee* 
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DEMETRIUS. 

I come, arehbi&liop ^ 
To claim an empire and a royal sceptre. 
But ill it would become me, should I quake 
Before a noble people, king, and senate. 
I never gased on such an awful circle; 
The sight with courage nerves, not terrifies 
my heart. The worthier are my witnesses. 
The better I am pleased! — Can I address 
A more ilkistrious meeting? 

ARCHBISHOP OF Gl^SNE. 
— -— — — — The republic 
Is well inclined, — — — — — 

DEMETBIU8. 
Most mighty monarch! Worthy, potent bishops 
And palatines! Ye honourable men. 
The deputies of this great commonwealth! 
With deep, considerate astonishment. 
Do I behold myself. Czar Ivan's son. 
Before this diet and among the Poles. 
A sanguinary hate divides both realms^ 
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And peace can never dawn, where bate exists. 
But heaven hath to ordained, that I, his blood. 
Who with mj nurse's milk imbibed the- hate 
Hereditary, now, a suppliant, 
'Appear before you, and must seek my rights 
In Poland's centre. Therefore, ere I speak, 
Forget magnanimously what is past, 
And that the Csar, whose son I deem myself. 
Did once wage war within your boundaries. 
I stand before you as an injured prince; 
I seek protection; the oppressed possess 
A sacred claim qn every noble breast. 
Who shall be equitable on the earth, 
If not a mighty and courageous nation? 
Which free in the full sense of perfect power, 
Needs but to render reckoning to itself. 

And unrestrained — — 

Which can obey sublime humanity. 

ARCHBISHOP OF GNESlNfE. 

You call yourself Czar Ivan's son. 
And, truly, neither your demeanour nor 
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Tour language con^adict such lofty claims* 
GouTince us, you are such, you then indeed 
May reckon on the magnanimity 
Of the republic. — Never in the field 
We fear'd the Russian; both we love alike, 
To be a noble foe, and gracious friends 

DEMETRIUS- 

• 

Ivan Vasilowitsch, the potent Gear, 

Of Muscovy, in his protracted reign 

Espoused five several princesses. The first, 

Of Romanoff's heroic race, gave birth 

To Feeder, who governed after him. 

One son, the last fruits of his strength, Demetrius, 

Was born of Marfa, of the line of Nagori, 

A tender infant when his father died. 

Gzar Feodor^ a youth of feeble frame. 

And feebler mind, permitted Roris Godunoff, 

The Master of the horse, to reign; and he, 

With all a courtier*s cunning, governed him. 

This Feodor was childless, and no heir 

Was promised from the Czaress^ barren womb. 
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The wily Boyar^ who, the people's hearts 
By flatt'ry surreptitiously had gain'd, 
Now raised his expectations to the throne; 
A yoiinger prince still stood *twixt him and his 
Ambitious hopes, the prince Demetrius 
Ivanowitsch, then growing up to manhood. 
Beneath his parent's watchful eye at Uglitsch, 
The widow's chosen place of residence. 
As soon as his most horrible design 
Was ripe for execution, hired assassins 
Were thither sent, to slay the Czarowitsch. 
The self same night, that portion of the castle 
In which the youthful prince with his attendant 
Then separately dwelt, was wrapt in flames; 
The castle fell a prey unto their fury. 
The young prince disappeared from every eye, 
And all the world lamented him as dead. 
But facts I mention, which all Moscow hnows. 

ARCHBISHOP OF GNESNE. 

What you have said, is fully known to us. 
The rumour hath resounded through all lands, 
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Tliat prince Demetrius on that nigbt encountered 
His death at Uglitsch in the conflagration. 
And since th'event turned out so fortunate 
For him who reigns as Czar, none ever thought 
Of laying to his charge this heayjr murder. 
But now the ^[uestioB touches net his death! 
IS9J9 living is the prince! in you he iKires, 
As you deelare« Afford us proofs thereof. 
Say, wherefore you belieye that you are he ? ' 
Or, By what signs we may distinguish you? 
Say, how you managed .to evade pursuit, 
And after sixteen years of silence, when 
No more expected, stand before the world? 

DEMETRIUS. 

The sun hath scarcely made his 'annual course, 

•Since first I ceased to be a stranger to myself. 

Or aught anticipated my high birth. 

I was a monk *mid monks, surrounded by 

The cloister^s close restvaint, when I began 

To waken to a knowledge of myself. 

The narrow, manners of the priest^ my soul 
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Withstood^ with secret force, through eyerj vein. 

The current of my knightly blood revolted. 

fiesolved, 1 flung away the monkish garb. 

And fled towards Poland, where the noble prince 

Of Sendomir, the faithful friend of man, 

Received me hospitably in his halls 9 

And had me taught the glorious arts of war. 

ARCHBISHOF OF GNESNE. 

— — — -^ What! Yourself' you knew not then. 
And yet report already fill'd the world. 

That prince Demetrius lived? — 

Czar Qoris trembled on his throne, and spies 
Were spread, to take keen note of travellers. 
The circumstance was not made known by you? 
Even then you gave not out yourself as prince 
Demetrius? 

DEMETRIUS. 

All I know, I will recount. 
Reports of my existence circulated , 
As if a god had diligently spread them. 
A stranger to myself,, -« lost in the house 
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Of Palatiaus *inongst his nameroas train, 
I passed the glad, mysterious days of youth; 

In silent homage. 

His fair and graceful daughter, I adored 5 
Yet far removed yvas each presumptuous thought, 
To such high fortune to exalt my wishes. 
The Castellan of Lembex^h , then her wooer, 
Sneered at my passion* Haughtily he call*d 
If e to account, and once, in blindfold rage 
Forgot 'himself, and smote me with his hand* 
Thus painfully aggrieyed, I drew my sword. 
He, thoughtless, furious, fell upon the blade, 
And perished by my undesigning hand. 

MEISCHEK. 
Yes, 'twas even so — - — — — — 



D£METRIUS. 
How great and grievous my misfortune ! Nameless, 
A Russian and a stranger, I had slain 
A noble of the land, beneath the roof 
Of my protector had committed murder; 
I Ifad destroyed his son-in-law, his friend, 

5* 
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My innocency eoul^. avail me naughty' nor 

The pity of the court -attendants, nor 

The favour of the noble Falatinus; 

For the same law, so lenient to the Pole, 

But merciless towards foreigners, condemned me. 

My sentence was pronounced, •^ I was to die; 

I knelt already' on the fatal bloch, 

And bared my neth. unto the headsman^s sword*. •— 

— In the >«ame -moment was exposed to view 

The golden cross, <adom'd with precious stones, 

Even at my baptism himg -around my neclc 

A9 is an^ancient custom of my country, 

.Thait holy pledge of Man*s Redemption I 

Had always worn concealed, and even then^ 

About to separate from pleasant Life, 

I seized it, as my final consolation, 

And pressed it .to my Jips in silent prayer* 

(the Poles show hy .mute -gestures their sympathy •) 

The jewel was observed; its worth and lustre 

Awoke surprize and curiosity. 

I was ui^ound, jmd guestion^d of the same, 
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But could not recollect a time at mrliich 

I liad not womthat cross about niy neclu 

It chanced) three Boyar children, who escaped 

The persecution of their Gzar> at Sambor 

Had visited my lord, these saw the jewel, 

And hnew it by nine emeralds mix'd with amethysts. 

To be no otBer than the reliok himg 

About my neck at the baptismal font* 

They then eiamined me more near, and saw 

With wonder one of Nature^d freaks, that I 

Was bom with left arm shorter than the right. 

■ 

As now they terrified, me with demands,, 
X call'd to mind^ a little booh of- psalms- 
That I had carried with me* iff my flight* 
Therein, Greeh characters were visible^ 
Of. Igumen *), and written^ by his hand* 
Myself, I never should have read those words; 
The language being wholly strange to me. 
The book was now produced, the writing read 3 
And thus it ran: that brother Vasili Fhilarot, 

») A]>bot of the doifter. 
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(My name as monkO possessor of the booli^ 
Was prince Demetrius, Ivan^s youngest son. 
Whom Andrew, a right trustworthy Diae, 
In secret bore off on^the murderous night; 
That documents thereof remained preserved 
Within two cloisters, which were both described. 
All the Boyars fell prostrate at my feet. 
Overcome by such resistless evidence. 
And haird me as their monarch's rightful son* 
Thus, auddenly did Fate transport me from 
Misfortune's gulf, — to Fortune's pinnacle! 
ARCHBISHOP OP GNESNE. 

DEMETRIUS. 
I felt as though a film were tahen from 
Mine eyes! and suddenly remembrance wo&e — 
Evfen in the furthest bach -ground of past years; 
And, as the loftiest turrets on the far 
Horizon glitter vnth the golden sun. 
Two forms became apparent to my mind. 
The utmost sunbright tops of recollection. 
Through darkness I beheld myself in flighty 
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And saw a lambtot flame ascending through 
Tlie nighf 8 black shadoiivs, as I backward gascd. 
This must bare been a primal recollection; 
Since what preceded, and what followed it. 
Was all extinguished in remotest time; 
But, separated, lonely lighting, stood 
That fearful phantom in remembrance there; 
Yet well I can recall, in riper years, 
How my companion once, in angry mood, 
Styled me Czar Ivan's son. Derision then 
I deemed it, and with blows repaid the wrong. 
This, like .a flash of lightning on my brain 
Now fell, with clearest certainty I felt 
I was th*imagined dead, Czar Ivan's son. 
The riddle of my dark, mysterious being, 
That word at once unravelFd. Hot mere signs, 
Which ofttimes prove fallacious; deep within 
My breast, the beating of my heart it was. 
That first reveaVd to me my royal blood: 
And I will rather shed it drop by drop. 
Than abnegate my claims, and to the throne. 
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ARCHBISHOF OF GNESNE. 
Should we rely upon a document, 
Which by mere accident you might possess; — 
Accredit the assertions of a fugitive? 
Oh! p^don, noble- youth! Your Iangua(^ saiA 
Your bearing are not such as falsehood wears;. 
And yety even, you yourself might be deceived; 
The human heart may well be^pardon*d, if 
It cheat itself in such a mighty, game; 
What do you give, as sureties of your word?' 

DEMETRIUa. 
My sureties are the fifty oaths I bring, 
Fiasts, and each of them a free -bom Pole- 
Of blameless reputation, and they all 
Shall here substantiate what I now assert. 
There sitfr the noble prince of Sendomir,- 
The castellan of Lublin at his side; 
Let these declare if what I speak be tme^ 



ARCHBISHOP OF GNESNB. 
What thinks th'illustrious senaterof~the.pi>eofs?' 
Even captious doubt must own itself overcome 
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Before such clear, concurring eridence. 
For long, report bath wander'd tbrongh tHe world, 
That prince Demetrius, Ivan's son, still lived) 
And this the terror of the Czar confirms. 
— Before you is a youth, in age, in form, 
In every way resembling him we seeh, 
Even to an accidental freak of Nature, «— 
And of a soul, well worthy of such ranh* 
mysteriously, from cloister* walls he came, 
And though the pupil of a monk, endow'*d 
With all the virtues of a truebom knight) 
A jewel, worn but by the Gsarowitsch , 
He shows, — and this he never parted from! 
Besides a writing, traced by pious hand, 
Attests his princely birth, and stronger yet. 
His placid speech and open- countenance 
Bespeak the truth. Guile harbours not beneath 

such features! 
*Tis ever mask'd in bartering pompous words. 
Dressed up in language of smooth oratory. 
I will no more withhold his lawful name. 
Which he with reason and with justice claii 
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And using now my ancient privilege 
As Primate, first, I render him my vote. 
ARCHBISHOP OF LEMBEROH. 
I with the Primate give my vote. 

SEVERAL BISHOPS. 

And II 



MASrr PALATINES. 



I too! 



ODOWALSKY. 
And I! 

DEPUTIES (in quicJi succession,) 
We all! 

SAPIEHA. 

My gracious lords! 
Consider well! We must not be too sudden! 
A prudent senate will not let itself 
Be hurried on too rashly to 

ODOWALSKY. 

There seeds 
No more oofisidering; all is wdDl oootider^d* 
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So many proofs are irrefutable. 
This 18 not Moscow; no despotic fear 
Imprisons the free spirit. Here, the 'truth 
May walk abroad with elevated brow. 
I never can believe, my noble lords 9 
That Russians Czar hath raercenai^y slaves 
At Cracow, in the diet of the Poles. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Illustrious senators! accept my thanks! 
Truth hath not pleaded fruitlessly to you: 
If then, in your eyes, I am truly what 
I call myself, oh! tamely suffer not 
A base usurper to retain my just 
Inheritance, — an upstart to profane 
The sceptre which belongs to me, as Gxarowitsch« 



On my side is the right, on yours the power. 
It is the business and the^ care of states 
And thrones to see that justice be dealt out 
To all mankind, that all possess their own; 
Wherever Justice governs, each enjoys 
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His heritage, lilie a cherubic guard. 

Such compact hovers o'er each house, each throne. 



Justice is 
The sldlful fabric of the universe, 
Where each supporteth all, all each, and where 
If one but fall, the whole in ruin lies. 



(answers of the senators, who accord with Demetrius.^ 

Oh! look on me, illustrious Sigismund! 

Great sovereign! search thy bosom, and behold 

Thy destiny in mine! Thou, too, hast felt 

The buffetings of fortune; in a dungeon 

Thou cam'st into the world; thine infant gaze 

Encountered first a prison's walls. Thou then 

Did'st want a liberator and preserver. 

To raise thee from a dungeon to a throne, — 

And one was sent thee. Generosity 

Hast fhou experienced; practise it towards mef 



And ye, exalted members of the senate. 
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Bight reverend bishops, pillars of the churclr, - 
Illustrious Palatines and Castellans, 
ISTow is the moment, by a virtuous deed. 
To reconcile two long divided nations. 
Procure yourselves the honour, that the strength 
Of Poland gave the Muscovites their Czar, — 
And in a neighbour who afgainst you war.s, 
Acquire a thanhfnl, and a powerful friend. 

And ye, 
The deputies of this great commonwealth. 
Up! saddle straight )rour gallant steeds , — and 

mount! -^ 
The golden gates of Fortune ope to youj 
The plunder of my foe, with you I will 
Ptirtalie. Moscow is rich in merchandize^ 
The treasure of the Czar, in precious stones 
And gold^s incalculable; royally 
I can reward my friends, and will do so. 
When I, as Russia's Czar, ascend the Cremlin, 
Then do I swear, the poorest among you 
Who follow me shall be arrayed in silk 
And sable, and his horse's trappings set 
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With costly pearls, and virgin silver be 
The meanest metal on his horse*s hoofs. 

(considerable excitement U observable among the 
depuiies^J 

CORELA ( Cossack. hetman) 
(declares himself ready to suppfy him with troops.) 

ODOWALSHT, 

What ! shall the Cossack 
Deprive us both of booty and renown? 

With Turkey and the Tartar-prince tfc arc at peace, 
Have naught to apprehend from Sweden's side. 
Our courage hath too long consumed itself 
In slothful peace) our sabres idly rust. 
Let us invade the country of the Czar, 
And win a grateful and a strong ally^ 
Increasing Poland'8 power, and Poland's realm. 

MANY SENATORS. 
War! war with Muscovy! 
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OTHERS. 

Let us decide! 
Collect the votes! 

SAFIEHA (ruing). 

High -marshal of the crown, 

Command a silence! I desire to speak* 

A NUMBER OF VOICES. 

War! war with Muscovy! 

SAPIEHA. 

I would be heard, 

Marshal! perform your duty! 

(much tumult in and without the chamber,) 

HIGH. MARSHAL OF THE CROWN. 

Tou perceive, 
'Tis useless. 

SAPIEHA, 

What? The marshal also bribed? 

Is freeddm then departed from the diet? 

Throw down your staff, and order silence ! I 

Require it, I demand it and will have it. 

CThe high -marshal throws his staff in the 
middle of the chamber; the tumult abates*) 
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Wbat would you have? Are we not now at peace 
With Russia? I, as your ambassador. 
Have covenanted peace for twenty years; 
My right hand have I Efted up and sworn 
A sacred oath upon the Gremlin's height, — * 
And honourably hath the Czar held word: 
Oh! what is faith or stipulation, when 
A solemn diet dares to violate them? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Prince Leo Sapieha! With Russia*s Czar 
You say you have establish*d peace? 
You have not so 5 for I am Russians Czar. 
In me the majesty of Moscow rests; 
I am the son of Ivan, his inheritor. ' 
If Poland would make peace with Muscovy, 
With me it must be made; your covenant. 
Concluded with the null, annuls itself. 

ODOWALSKY. 

What care we for your treaty! We would %o 
At thai lime, and to-day will otherwise* 
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SAFIEHA. 
Is it arrived at this? Though none stand forth* 
For justice, yet will I alone stand forth 3 
Will tear asunder the deceitful web , 
And win discover every thing I Icnow. 
— Bight reverend Primate-! What! art thou in truth 
So generous^ or dost ihou but dissembiel 
Grave senators ! are- ye so credulous Z 
Thou hingy. so weak? you Iinow not>. will notlouwr 
You are the playthings of the cunning. vaivode 
Of $endoniir,.who hath set up this Cauur^ 
And boundlessly ambitious, in his brain- 
Already swallows up the wealth of Moscow? 
Must I instruct you, that a leagua is- formed,- 
And 9wom to. solemnly on either side;. 
And that the prince will wed his youngest daughter? 
And should this great republic blindly plunge 
Itself in all the dangers of a war,. 
To aggrandize the vaivode, and to malie 
His daughter a Czarina Imd a queen? 
All hath he bribed and bought* Full well I Imow, 
fie seeks to. lord it o'er this senate •hoose; 



I mark his factio]i*6 influence in the chamber; 
*Tift not safiicient that he lead the Sexm-fValnx 

m 

By a majority of yotes, but now» 

Three thousand horse surround the diet, and 

EUs yassals overflow the streets of Cracow* 

They, at this moment, fill the outer halls* 

One would restrain the freedom of our votes* 

But no alarm doth stir my fearless heart; 

'While the warm blood still flows within my rnnB^ 

Unterrified, I will declare my mind. 

Those who are well disposed, unite with me: 

As long as I have life, no act shall pass. 

That is opposed to reason and to right* 

I have established peace with MuscoTy, 

Am man enough to see it duly hept* 

ODOWALSKT. 

O listen not to him! Collect the votes f 

(The bishops of Cracow aud JVilna riscy and go 
to their respective parts of the meeting to collect the 
VQtes^J 

MAHY VOICES. 
War! war with Russia! 
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AfiCHBISHOP OF GNESI^ (to Sapieha.) 

Yield yourself! Ton see 
That Number is against you. Spur not on 
The diet to calamitous division! 

HIQH. MARSHAL OF THE CROWN 
(descends from the throne^ to Sapieha* ) 
The king implores you to relent, lord vaivode^ 
And not to cause dissention in the diet* 

DOORKEEPER Cp^ivately to Odowalshy.) 
Proceed courageously, for those Tvithout 
Are loud for you. All Cracow is for you. 

HIGH. MARSHAL OF THE CROWN (to Sapieha.) 
So good the resolutions that have passed; 
Oh! lend yourself. — Join the majority, — 
If only for the benefit of others! 

BISHOP OF CRACOW 
(having collected the votes on his side.J 
All on the right side are unanimous. 

SAPIEHA. 
Let them be so. ~ I wiU oppose them still. 
Veto I say; t^ie diet is dissolved. 
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You shall proceed no further I Null and void 

Is all that was resolved! 

(general confusion f. the king descends from the 
throne 9 the barriers are broken- ini> there is a 
tumultuous noise» The deputies draw their 
swords, and press right and^ left on Sapieha* 
TJie bishops step between the tW9 partiev, and 
protect him with their stoles, ) 

Majority! 

What is majoritj? majority 

Is folly 5 wisdom's ever with the few* 

Shall those who> are possessed of nothing, mix 

And Busy still themselves with every thing? 

Say, hath the Beggar liBerty or choice ?- 

His suffrage he must sell, his very Bread 

To gain, unto the man in power who pays him; 

Votes should Be weigh -d, not counted; soon or late. 

That government will go to ruin, where 

But STumBer rules, and Ignorance decides* 

ODOWALSKY. 

But hear the traitor! — 

D£FUTIES« 
XMm;, down with him!. Tear him to atoms*- 
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ARCHBISHOP OF GISESS^ 

(snatches the cross from the hand of his chaplain^ 
and rushes between the parties,) 

Peace! 
What! in the very senate- house shdl blood, ^— 
The blood of citisens be seen to flow? 
.'Lord vaivode! be more temperate! 

(to the dishops») 

Away, 
Away -Willi bim ! Ob! ma&e your breasts bis sbield. 
Tbrougb yonder side -door bear bim privately. 
And save bim from the iury of tbe jpeople! 

(Sapiehay stiU menacing wiffi his looks 9 is re* 
moved hy force , while the archbishops Of Qnesno 
and Lembergh keep off the. enraged deputies* Amidst 
xonsiderabU uproar and the clashing of swords the 
Camber is cleared^ so (hat orily Demetrius, Nleisdiek, 
Odowalskx and the Cossack 'Hetmanrremain, J 

ODOWALfeKT. 

That blow has failed _ *- 

Yet ne'ertbeless yon shall receiTO our «[d^ 
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AjT) though the state keep peace with Russia, 
We will achieve it. 

CORELA. 

Who'd have thought^ that he 
Alone would bid defiance to the diet! 

MEISGHEK. . 
The hing draws near. 



KlKG SlGlSHUm) , ATT£]n>£D BT THE LOBD 
ChAH CBIXOR , HiGH-MABSHAL OF TlOfi. CrOWS 

AifD Bishops. 

KING. 
My prince, let me embrace you! 
The commonwealth at length is just to you^ 
My heart has long been so. Your destiny 
Affects me sensibly. And well it must 
Affect the heart of every monarch. 

DEMETRIUS. 



All 



Have I forgotten, all that- 1 endured; 
Upon your breast I feel as newly born. 
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KING. 
I love not superfloitj of words; 
Yet what a sovereign may, who governs vassals 
Far wealthier than himself, I offer you. 
You have beheld an angry spectacle. 
Of Poland think not worse, because wild storms 
Wow agitate the Vessel of the State. 

MEISGHEK. 
Amid the tempest*s roar, with dexterous hand, 
The steersman guides the helm, and mahes for port« 

KING. 

The diet is dissolved. Nay, if J would, 

I dare not violate the peace with Russia. 

But you have able and sufficient friends. 

A.t his own risk, the Pole can arm for you 5 

Or, would the Cossack tempt war*s game of hazard, 

fie still b free, I will not hinder him. 

IMDBISGHEK. 

The Rocotz yet are under arms. If it 

Seem good unto my liege, the furious torrent 
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Which lately rose agaiast ^ur Majetfty, 
May now exhaust :itself on Russia's Gsav. 

KING. 

The fittest weapons Bussia can bestow; 

Thy best protectors are thy subjects' hearts. 

Russia can only be subdued by Russia. 

Even aa to-day you spoke bdfore the diet. 

So speah in Moscow to its citisens; 

But win their hearts, and you will master alL 

In Sweden, as -a lawful sovereign, once 

I mounted my hereditary .throne, 

Tet forfeited the kingdom of my fathers. 

Because my people were opposed to me* 

MARINA (enters). 

^0^ ^M^ft ^^^ ^^^ m^t^ ^^am 

MEISCHEK. 

Most mighty monarch, at thy feet Marina, 
My youngest daughter, casts herself; the prince 
Of Muscovy bath tendered her his heart; ^ 
Thoa art our house's lofty avowee; 
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But from thy royal hand 'tis meet that she 
Receiye a spouse, 

(Marina kneels before the king,) 

KING. 
Well/ cousin I since it is 
Tour wish, I will perform h father's part. 
{to Demetrius, <is he presents Marina's hand,) 

In this sweet pledge I bring thee Fortune's 

goddess. -* 

And may I live to see you on the throne 

Of Muscovy, — a well adapted pair ! 

MABHSiL 
Sire! humbly I respect thy favour, and 
Remain thy slave. 

KING. 

Arise, Gsarina! Such is 
JSo place for thee, the Gear's affianced bride, — 
Nor for the daughter of my noblest vaivode. 
Thou art the youngest of thy sisters ; yet 
Thy spirit hath outflown thy sisters' lot. 
Aspiring proudly to the loftiest mark. 

4 
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DEMETBIUS. 

« 

Be witness, potent monarch, of my oath; 

As prince, I lay it in thy princely keeping! 

I de-accept this noble lady^s hand, 

As Fdrtune^s valuable pledge, I swear , 

As soon as I ascend my fathers* throne 9 

In pomp to lead her homeward as my bride. 

And as may best befit a mighty ijueen. 

As dowery, I will give to my betrothed 

The principalities of Fleseow and Great -Neugart, 

And every town and village with their dwellers, 

All marriage-privileges and dominion, 

To be in free possession of for ever; 

And this donation, in my capital, 

At Moscow will I ratify as Czar. 

Unto the generous vaivode I will pay. 

As compensation for his loop's equipment, 

A million Polish ducats. -^^ -« — 



So help me God and every holy saint, 
As I shall truly swear, and keep this oath! 
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KING. 

You will; you never can forget how much 
You are indebted to the generous Yaiyode, 
Who stakes a certain fortune at your wish, 
A lihild, he d«£erly loves, upon your hopes. 
So scarce a friend should be preserved with care ! 
Therefore, when fortune kindly smiles on yov, 
Forget not by what steps you climb'd the tiiroBe» 
And with your garment alter not your heart! 
Remember, you discovered your high birth 
In Poland, — there, were bom a second time. 

DEMETRIUS. 
In lowliness of station I grew up; 
IVe learnt to venerate the bond which links 
With mutual inclination man to man. 

KING. 
You are about to enter territories, 
YHiere outset manners, other customs reign. 
In Poland, boimdless liberty prevails; 
The king, albeit in outward show the first. 
Must ofttimes be the servant of his nobles; 

4* 
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Thy fatherU sacred power in Russia rules; 
The slave enduring and obsequious serves. 



DEMETRIUS. 
The glorious freedom, which I here have found, 
I will transplant within my native land; 
The bondman shall be made a happy man — 
I would not lord it over slavish souls! 

RING. 
Be not too hasty; learn to foUow Time! 
Hear, prince, before wc part, three lessons more, — 
And practise such, when you have won your realm I 
An aged, an experienced king bestows 
Them, and your virtue can make use of them. 

' DEMETRIUS. 
Instruct me in thy wisdom, mighty monarch! 
Thou*rt honoured by a nation that is free — 
Say, by what means I may attain the like? 

RING. 

— You come from foreign parts. 

And foreign, hostile arms assist you home; 
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This first injustice you have to repair. 
Therefore, appjear as Muscovy^s true son, 
By honouring the customs of the land. 
Respect the Pole, and heep your word with him; 
You need the stranger on your new « won throne; 
The arm, that helped you there, can hurl you down. 
Regard him well, yet imitate him not. 
No foreign habits prosper in a country 



But whatsoever you do, — still love your mother. 
For you will find a mother — 

DEIVEETRIUS. 

Oh, my soTereign! 

KING. 
Xott have good reason, filially to love her. 
Esteem her, — for, between you and your people, 
She is a holy and a tender tie. — 
The Czar*s dominion's free from human laws; 
There, naught is terrible, save only nature; 
Fo^ your humanity, your subjects have 
No better surety, than your filial love« — « 
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I now will say no more* Much yet must Be 

Accomplished, ere you win tlie Golden Fleece^ 

Expect no easy conquest! — — — 

Caar Boris awajs with credit and with power; 

No dastard is the man with whom you cope. 

The breath of mere opimofk will not soon. 

Precipitate one who ac^ired a throne 

By merit, deeds in him supply the room 

Of ancestors. — I give you o'er to Fortune. 

Twice, as by miracle,, she saved your life; 

And she will finish her (preat worii, and crown you* 



MARINA. ODOWALSKY. 

ODOWALSKY. 
Now, noble lady, that I have fulfilled 
My charge, thou wilt commend my zeal? 

MARINA* 

Tis well 

We are alone, we have important things 
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To speak of, which Demetrius must not Imowt 
He aay pursue tiie mind that spurs him on! 
The world believes him, since he doth believe 

himself* 
Let him continue in obscurity. 
It is the parent of all worthy deeds* — 
AH must be clear to our eyes^ — <• we must act* 
He furnishes enthusiasm and a name! 
Deliberation must be ours^ — and when 
We have secured success, he still will deem 
His fortune worh'd out by celestial hand* 

OBOWALSRY. 

Command me, lady! I but live to serve thee. 
What care I for this Muscovite's affairs? 
*Ti8 thou, — thy greatness and thy excellence, 
For which I gladly venture blood and life. 
Ko fortune smiles on me; dependant, poor, 
I dare not raise mj wishes unto thee, — 
Yet will endeavour to deserve thy favour. 
To mahe thee great, shall be my single care* 
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Another may possess thy hand at last; 

Mine thou art stiU, if thou art but my work. 

MABINA. 
And therefore I unbosom to thine ear 
My sentiments; to thee intrust my actions; 
False -minded is the king. I see through him. -« 
All was a settled plan with Sapieha. 
In truth, it is conyenient to the king. 
My father's strength and influence, which he dreads^ 
Should be enfeebled by this enterprise; 
* That the confederation of the nobles. 
So terrible to him, in this same rout 
Of foreign heroes should discharge itself — 
Jlnd he the while rest neutral in the strife. 
He thinks to share with us the good it brings* 
If we are Tanquish*d, he in Poland hopes 
More readily to lay on us his yoke. 
We stand alone. The die*8 already cast. 
He for himself provides, — and so must we. 



Towards Kiow lead the troops ! There must they 

swear 
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Fidelity unto the Prince and me, — 

Mey dost thou hear? — for such precaution's lit. 



ODOWALSHT. 

MABINA. 
I would not only have thine arm, -^ but eye. 

ODOWALSHT. 
Command me, speak, — — — — 

# 

MABINA* 

Thou*rt near the Csarowitsch. 
Observe him closely! Never ^t his side. 
And render me account of every step. 

ODOWALSKY. 

Trust me, he shall not be in want of us. 

» 

MARINA. 
No man is thankful. When he feels that he 
Is Czar, he straight will fling away our chains. 



The RuMian hates the Pole; he must da so: 
No cordial ties between them can subsist* 



MARINA. ODOWALSKY. OPALINSKY. 

BILSKT, AITD OTHER POLISH NOBLElEElf. 

0FALm8K¥. 

Procure but thou the money, patroness. 
And yve are thine. The tedious diet batb 
Consumed us; we will malie thee ftussia^s queen. 

MABmA. 

The bishop of Kalminik and of Culm 
Advances coin on morgages of land 
And vassals. Sell and pawn your farm > houses. 
And lay the money out in horse and armour! 
War is the best of ma:H:hant8, dhanging steel 
To gold. — Whatever loss you now snatain. 
In Moscow shall be tenfold reimbursed. 



Two liundred more sit Sn^ the driiilimg-room; 
If thoa but show thyself and ^aff one cup 
With them, they all are thine, — I know the men. 

MABINA. 
Expect me shortly! you shalt lead me there. 

OPALmSKY. 



In truth, Ihou'rt bom to be a queen. 

MABINA. 

Jnst to. 
And therefore must, — 

filLSKY. 

Ay, mount the snow-white ambler i 
Arm thee, and lihe a second Vanda, lead 
Thy fearless troops to certain victory. 

4 

MABINA. 
My spirit lead you. War is not for women, 
At Hiow is the rendesTous. My father 
Will hasten thither with three thousand hoi^e. 
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My brothet gives two thousand. From tlie Don^ 
A host of Cossacks is awaited daily* 
Swear you fidelity to me? 

ALL. 

We swear! 

(drawing their swords,) 

SOME. OTHERS. 

Vivat Marina! Russiae regina! 

(Marina tears her veily and shares it among the 
nobles* Exeunt ally except Marina*) 



MEISCHEK. MARINA. 

MARINA. 
My father, why so graTo, when fortune smiles 
On us, each step outstrips our fondest hopes. 
And every arm espouses our good cause? 

MEISCHEK. 
*Tis t^at, my daughter! All, — all is at stake. 
In this equipment lies thy father's strength* 
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Good reason hath he, gravely to reflect; 
Untrue is fortune, dubious the result. . 



MARINA. 



MEISCHEK. 

Too dangerous gprl, to what am I reduced! 

How feebleminded, not to have withstood 

Thy importuniUes. In Poland's realm 9 

I am the richest vaivode; save the Mng, 

None ranks above me — should we not have been 

'With such contented, — have enjoy *d our state? 

Thou soar*dst with higher scope — the moderate 

Condition of thy sisters satisfied 

Not thy ambitious thoughts. Thou would'st attain 

The greatest human prize, and wear a crown. 

I, an indulgent^ father, on my child 

Too willingly would heap the highest honours; 

I let myself be fool'd by thy entreaties, 

And for a chance, iidventure what is sure! 



^ MABINA. 
What! dearest lather > doat repent thy goodseM? 
Who can be satisfied with meaner things , 
When overhead the loftiest object hangs? 

MEISCHEK. 
Albeit thy sisters wear no diadem, — 
They still are happy — — — 



HABINA. 
Where*8 the felicity, when I remove 
But from my father*s to my consort's home. 
With Palatinns? Gain I by the change? 
WiUi joy can I look forward to the morrow. 
If it but bring me what to. day hath brought? 
Oh! tasteless revolution of the old! 
Most irhsome sameness of existence! Pays it 
The trouble of our hopes and aspirations? 
Or love or rank, it must be one of these; 
All other passions are but low acquirements. 

MEISCHEK. 
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MABINA. 
Clear up tliy countenance, my dearest fiHlier! 
Oh! let u8 tnut the aireain, that bean ua on! 
CoBaiiev not the aacrifice you brings -*-* 
Think on the guerdon, the arriyed-at goal -^ 
"When you behold Marina sit in pomp, 
As Czaress on the throne of Muscovy, 
When your descendants shall control the world! 

MEI8CREK. 
I thinh of nothing, — nothing I behold 
But thee, my child, majestically crowned. 
^Tis ihj demand; I can deny thee naught. 

MARINA. 
My deao*. Indulgent father, grant me one 
Entreaty more! 

MEISCHEK. 

And what is it, my child? 

MARINA. 
Must I remain at Sambor closeted, 
With such unruly loiigmg in my bosom? 
Upon the jNieper'a further banlcs mj lot 
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Will be decided — *twixt is boundless space. — 

Can I endure it? The impatient soul 

Will lie upon the rack of expectation , 

While my poor, throbbing heart will measure out 

With apprehension this enormous space. 

MEISGHEIL 
What wouldst thou? What is thy desire? 

aiARINA. 

Let mo 
In Kiow wait for the result! I there 
Shall draw intelligence at the fountain-head^ »- 
There, on the frontier line of either kingdom. — 

MEISGHEK. 

Thy spirit fearfully aspires, my child. 
Be temperate. — — 

MABINA. 
Yes, thou wilt grant it, — wilt conduct me thither. 

MEISGHEK. 
Ule dost thou guide. Must 1 not do thy wiU? 
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MARINA. 
See, dearest father, when I am GKarina, 
Then Kiow must be made our frontier town* 
It must be mine, and thou shalt govern there. 

JMDEISGHEK. 
Thou dreatoest, girl! Already Muscovy^s 
Too narrow for thy mind; already thou 
Seek*8t territory at thy country*8 loss — 

MARINA. 

I 

Kiow belongs not to our native land. 
Of yore, Warager^s princes governed there; 
I have the olden chromcles by heart, <— > 
^Twas torn from Muscovy*s domain; 
I but restore it to the ancient crown. 

MEISGHEK. 
Still! atiU! thevaivode must not hear such language! 

(trumpets are heard.) 
They march — — — 
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ACT II 



SCENE I. 

(View of a Grecian convent, situated in a sterU, 
wintery tract of country* A procession of nans, ha- 
bited in black with black veils, moves across the 
distant part of the stage* Mabfa, wearing a white 
veil, stands apart from the rest, and is leaning over 
a grave "Stone, Olga leaves the procession, and comes 
forward, but pauses a moment to observe her^ and 
then draws necarerp). 

OLGl. 

Is not thy heart indined to seek with us 
The open air, and view awahing Nature? 
The sun approaches, and the nights decrease^ 
The river breahs the ice; the sledges turn 
To shiffs, and bear the passage -birds along. 
The world in open, inclination fresh 
Allures us, from the narrow cloister^s ceD, 
To brightest scenes of renovated fields^ 
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And thou alone^ emer^d in endless grief ^ 
Wilt not |»artalie the general gayety? 

MlRFA. 
Oh! leave me, and attend thj sisterhood! 
Let those, seek after pleasure, who can hope. 
The year, which renovates the earth, can bring: 
Me naught I to me, all seems as if ^twere past- 

OLGA. 

"Wilt thou unceasingly lament thy son. 

And sorrow o*er thy lost magnificence? 

Time pours a balsam in each wounded heart,, 

And must his influence fail, on thee alone* 

Thou wert CzcUrina of these spacious realms,. 

The mother of a lovely boy> and he 

Was snatched from thee by cruel fate; thou didst 

Behold thyself driven out, -— in lonesome cloister, 

Stere on the limits of the living world. 

But, sixteen times since that terrifio day 

The' countenance of earth hath been renewed. 

Thine only do I see unaltered still, — ' 

An image of the tomb, when all around 
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Is full of life; like figure motionless, 
Even as the sculptor carved it in the stoney 
Eternally expressive of the same* 

MARFA. 

Yes, Time hath place4 me here, td be myself 
The monument of my most dreadful fate! 
I will not calm myself, will not forget ! 
It is a timorous soul, that will accept 
A remedy of Time, — a recompence, — - 
Amends for what admits of no repair ! 
Nothing — nothing shall buy of me my grief. 
As with the wanderer move the vaulted heavens^ 
Immeasurably always circling him, 
Wherever he may bend his steps in flight: 
So too, with me goes sorrow, where I go; 
It compasses me,, like a boundless sea; 
My constant tears do not exhaust my grief. 

OLGA. 

Oh! see but what the fisherman has brought, 
About whom greedily my sisters press! 
He comes from distant lands inhabited) 
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He bears a message from the haunts of men. 

The sea is navigable, clear the roads; 

Hast thou no curiosity to hear him? 

For though we be as dead unto the world , 

We fain would hear of its vicissitudes 

A something, and would calmly from the shore 

Astonished watch the breakers roll along. 

(some of the nuns return with a fisherman, J 

XENVL HELENA. 
Say on, relate to us the news thou bring'st. 

ALEXU. 
Say, what is stirring now in Seculum. 

FISHERMAN. 
Right holy women, do but let me speak! 

XENU. 
Is there war? — Is there peace? 

ALEXU. 

Who rules the world? 
FISHERMAN. 
A Tessel at Archangel is arrived 
From polar regions, where the world lies torpid. 
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OLGA. 
How came a ressel in thai savage sea 2 

FISHEBMAN. 
She it an English barky a merchant -man. 
She hath disco ver*d a new way to us! 

ALEXIA. 
What will not mortal man attempt for gain! 

XENIA. 
On no side^ therefore, can the world be closed* 

FISHERMAN. 
That is of all the least important news. 
A very different fate effects the earth. 

# 

ALEXIA. 
Declare thy meaning! 

OLGA. 

Say, what has occurred? 

FISHERMAN. 
One lives to witness wonders in the world: 
The dead arise, the buried live again. 
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OLGiL 
- Explain thyself! 

FISHERMAN. 

Czar Ivan*8 son, Demetrius^ 
Whom for these sixteen years we all have mourn'd 
As dead, — he lives, in Poland is arisen*^ 

OLGA. 
What! Prince Demetrius lives! 

MARFA (starting up). 

My son! 
OLGA. 

Ohy calm thee! 
Constrain thy heart, till we have heard the whole ! 

ALEXIA^ 
How can he live, who fell by ruffiansr hands 
At Uglitsch, he who perish'd in the flames ? 

FISHERMAN. 
The conflagration's perils he escaped; 
He found asylum in a cloister; there 
Grew up most privately, until the hour 
Arrived in which he might reveal his birth. 



OLGA (to Marfa). 
Tboii trembletfy princess, — thov art pale? 

HABFJL 

I Imow 
If it a mere iUafion, — but, to little 
I yet am tteeVd againtt alarm and hope. 
That now mj heart doth waver in mj breast. 

OLGA. 

And why illusion? Oh! give ear to him! 

Gould tuch a rumour spread without foundation? 

« 

FISHERMAN. 
>Without foundation? All the Poles and men 
Of Lithuania are in arms. The Csar 
Too trembles in his Capital! 

(Marfa is violently agitated, and obliged to 
support herself on Olga and Alexia,) 

XENIA. 

Tell all! 

ALEXU. 
Oh say, where didst thou pich up this report? 
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FISHEHSOlN. 
PicVd up indeed? A letter from the Czar, 
Througli all his territories hath been published; 
The Fotadmik *) has read it in the forum. 
*Ti8 said therein, that persons would delude us 9 
But that we should not credit the deceit! 
And therefore we believe it; for unless 
*Twere true, the prince had but despised the fraud. 

MARFA. 
Is this the firmness I would teach mjself?. 
And doth my heart so much belong to Time, 
That empty rumour can tmnerve my soul? 
For sixteen years have I already mourn'd 
My ton, and suddenly believe he lives? 

OLGA. 
Thou hast deplored his death for sixteen years , 
And yet thou never hast beheld his ashes! 
Naught contradicts the truth of this report. 
Providence watches o'er the destiny 
Of nations and of princes. — Cherish hope ! — 

*) Coontrjr-jadfe, bailiff. 
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More comes to past, than thou canst well dmne 
Can mortalf circumscribe Almigbtiness? 

3VIARFA. 
Shall I again turn back mine eyes on life. 
From which I had at length withdrawn myself? 

Hope surely could not linger with the dead. 
Oh! speak not thus to me! Let not my heart 
On suc!i illusion hang! Let me not lose 
A son so dear to m«, — a second time! 
Oh! my tranquillity, my peace is gone! 
I cannot trust such words, and nerer can 
Obliterate them whoHy from my mind! 
Alas! now first* my son is lost to me; 
I know not whether I should seek for bim 
Among the liTing, or antong the dead* 
I am given up to everlasting doubt! 

(a hdl is heard; a nun tntets,) 

OLGA. 
^Wbyn>unds the bell? 
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NUN. 

Th'arclibishop is -without; 
From the great Czbt he comes, and claims an 

audience. 

OLGA. 

Th'archbishop ! What important matter brings 
Him here? — 

XENIA. 

Gome, and receive him with due honours! 

(they go towards the door^ at the same moment 
the archbishop enters^ they all bend on one 
knee; after the Grecian manner , • he sigjis the 
sign of the cross over them*) 

JOB. 
The hiss of peace I firing jou in the name 
Of Father, Son and Holy Ghost , 
Proceeding from- the Father! 

OLGA. 

' We salute 
With meehness thy paternal hand, mj lord! 
— Command thy daughters! 
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JOB. 
Ky mission is designed for sister Marfa. 

OLGA. 

Behold her there, awaiting thy commands! 

(the ttuas retire.) 



JOB Aifo MABFA. 

JOB« 
It was the mighty Prince that sent me here } 
Upon his distant throne he thinhs of thee: 
For as the day -god, with his eyes of flame, 
Diffuses light and plenty through the world, 
So too, the monarch*s eyes are every where ^ 
Even to the furthest comer of his realms 
His care extends, his vision penetrates. 

MARFA. 
Full well Tve learn'd,. ho-v^ far his arm can reach. 
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JOB. 
He knows the lofty soul that qukkens thee 5 
Indignant therefore he imparts a Mrrong, 
Which Insolence hat dared to offer thee. 

MABFA. 



JOB. 
Then hear! — In Poland one, an evil -doer 9 
A renegade, who hath renounced his God, 
Abjuring viciously his vow as monh, 
Misuses now thy son^s fair name, of whom 
In infancy thou wert deprived by death. 
The juggler plays the braggard, boasts his blood, 
And boldly styles himself Czar Ivan's son; 
A vaiyode violates the peace, and backed 
By Polish forces, towards our confines bears 
The spurious king, created by himself 5 
He leads the Russians* loyal hearts astray, 
Exciting them to treason and revolt. 
— —. — — — — The Caar 
Sends me to thee from fatherly concern. 
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— Thou honourest the manes of thy son; 
An insolent adventurer, thou >vilt 
Not suffer craftily to spoil the grave — 
Audaciously usurp his name and rights. 
Thou wilt declare aloud before the world, 
That thou dost not acknowledge, him thy son. 
Thou wilt not cherish foreign, bastard blood 
Upon thy heart, a heart that nobly beats; 
This thou wilt do, the Czar expects as much, - 
The shameful fabrication disavow 
With the just indignation it deserves. 

MARFA 

(during this discourse is violentlx agitated,) 

What do I hear, archbishop! Can it be? — 
Oh speak! By what strong evidence or signs 
Believes this rash adventurer himself 
To be Czar Ivan*8 son, whose loss we mourn? 

JOB. 

But from a slight resemblance to the Czar, 
And written documents, which chance supplied > 
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A precious relick liliewise he displays, 
And so deludes the credulous crowd. 

MARFA. 
A relick! and what relick? Oh declare! 

JOB. 

A golden cross, with nine large emeralds set; 

Knass Ivan Mestislowskoj, as he says, 

Even at his baptism, hung it round his neck. 

MARFA. 
What dost thou say? — Can he produce this jewel ? 

(with forced self- control,) 
— And how may he account for his escape? 

JOB. 
He says, a faithful servant and Diac 
Snatched him from th'assassins and the flames, 
And bore him privately to Smolenscow. 

JMLiRFA. 
Where doth he say he was conceal*d ^till now? 
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JOB. 
In Tschudow's cloister he grew up, his rank 
Unknown to him 5 thence fled to Lithuania 
And Poland, >vhere he serred prince Sendomir, 
Until an accident disclosed his birth. 

MARFA. 
Can such a fable furnish him with friends, 
Who blood and zeal will hazard in his cause? 

JOB. 
Oh, Csaress! treacherous -hearted is the Pole, 
He looks with envy on our fruitful land. 
Bight welcome unto him is each pretext 
To kindle war within our boundaries! 

MARFA. 
Are there such unsuspecting souls in Russia, 
So soon entangled in this subtle work? 

JOB. 
Oh, princess! fickle are the rabble*8 hearts. 
They love variety ; they think a change 
Of rulers needs must torn to their advantage. 
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The falsehoGd*6 foolisli confidence excites^ — ^ 
The marvellous finds favour and belief. 

Therefore, the Czar desires, that thou disperse 
This phantom from the people, for but thou 
Canst so. A word from thee, th*impostor dies. 
Who insolently calls himself thy son* 
It joys me greatly, ' thus to see thee moved. 
The jugg]er*s triclLs disgust thee I perceive. 
Thy cheehs with noble indignation bum. 

MARFA. 
And where, -— inform me, where doth he tarry now. 
Who has presumed to call himself our son? 

JOB. 
Already he malies head for Tschemicow^ 
It is reported, he has march'd from Kiow; 
A band of Polish troopers follow him , 
Together with some Gossaclis from the Don. 

MARFA. 
Oh! Providence, accept my thanlis ! thanl(s! thanks! 
Thou hast at length sent rescue and revenge. 
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JOB. 
"What Marfa! *- How mut I interpret this? 

MAHFA. 
Ye heayenly powers 9 conduct him safely here! 
Oh! all ye angels, hover round his banner! 

JOB. 
Is*t possiUe ? — What ! Thee could the iaipostor, — 

MABFA. 
He is my son. By all these many signs 
I know him. By the terror of thy Czar 
1 know hinu It b he! He lives! he comes! — 
Down,^tyrant! from iky throne descend^ and quake! 
There still exists a branch of Buric's stem ; 
The Csar, the just inheritor draws near , — 
He comes, and wiU demand account of his. 

- JOB. 

Mad woman! but consider what thou sayst? 

MABFA. 

Thfe day hath dawn*d at length, of vengeance and 
Of retribution. Heaven leads Innocence 
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From forth the shadow of the tomb, to light. 
The haughty Sodunow, my deadly foe 
Must, crouching at my feet, for mercy sue: — 
How my most ardent wishes are fulfilled! 

JOB. 

» 
Can hatred have beguiled thee so? 

MABFA. 

Can fear 
Have so beguiled thy Czar, that he should hope 
From me deliverance — -me — thus deeply wronged? 

Shall I disown my son, a son whom Heaven 
Miraculously call'd up from the tomb? 
To gratify the murderer of my house, 
Who woes unspeahable hath heap*d on me* 
And shall I spurn the aid, which God at last 
Hath sent me in my poignant lamentation? 

JOB. 



— loe — 

MARFA. * 

I 

• 

TSOj thou Shalt not escape me. Thou shalt hear. 

I have thee, and I wiU not let thee go. 

At length, I can disburden my ^hole heart, 

Can vent against my bitterest enemy 

The inmost soul's withheld, inveterate hate! 

— — — — Who was it thrust 

Me in this sepulchre, the living one, 

In all the strength and freshness of my youth. 

With each warm inclination in my breast? 

Who was it tore from me my darling son, 

Ruffians despatched, to tahe away his life? 

Oh! language cannot utter what I suffered. 

As through the long, — long, cloudless, starry nights, 

With unallajf's desire, I held my vigils. 

And counted with my tears the passing hours! 

The day of vengeance and deliverance comes 5 

I see the lofty one at my disposal. 

JOB. 

And thou believ'st, to terrify the Czar, — 



» 
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I 

MARPA. 

He 18 at my disposal — from my lips 
One single \vord decides his destiny! -— 
And therefore has thy sovereign sent thee here. 
- Both Poles and Russians tnrn^their eyes on me. 
If I acknowledge him as Ivan^s son 
And mine, then every one will pay him homage^ 
The throne is his. If I deny him, he is, lost. 
For who will credit that a mother, wrong'd 
As I have been, would disavow her child. 
And league; her with the murderer of her house: 
It costs me but a word, and all the world 
Forsakes him as a cheat. — Is it not so? 
This word is ask'd of me. — For Sodunow, 
'Tis own'd, I can perform this mighty service! 

JOB. 

Thou canst perform it for thy country — save 
The kingdom from the need of war , if thou 
Respectest truth. Thou dost not doubt his death, 
And could'st thou testify against thy conscience? 



— no — 

MARPA. 
I have lamented him for sixteen years, 
Tet never saw his ashes. I believed 
His death , in the according voice of men , 
And my own *anguish. In the voice 
Of nations and my hopes , I now believe 
Him living. It were reprobate, with doubt 
To set a limit to Omnipotence. 
And though he even were not my bosom's son, 
Yet he shall be the son of my revenge. , 
I will accept, — adopt him as my child, 
Whom Heaven hath born, to vindicate my wrongs. 

JOB. 

Unhappy being! wilt thou brave 

The powerful ? From his arm thou art not screened, — 
Not in the deep seclusion of the convent. 

MARFA. 
He can slay me 5 within the grave, or in 
A dungeon's darkness he can drown my voice, 
That it may never echo through the world — 
This he can do; but make me utter what 
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I will notf that he nerer can; — nor even 
With thy great cunning, — that design hath fail'd. 

JOB. 
Are these thy latest words? Consider well! 
No better answer must I bring the Czar? 

MARFA. 
Let him rely on Heaven, if he but dare. 
Upon his subjects* fondness, if he can, 

JOB. 



Enough! — Thou art resolved upon thy ruin, 
Thou leanest on a fragile reed, which breaks; 
Thou too wilt fall with him. — 



MARFA (alone). 
It is my son, of that I cannot doubt. 
The lavage dwellers of the open desert arra 
For him> the haughty Pole too, Palatinus 
Stakes in his righteous cause his noble daughter, — 
And shall I but reject him, I, his mother? 
^ The burst of joy, which diszies every heart, 
Making the very earth itself to reel, 
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Sludl it have no effect on me alone? 
He is my soa; I will believe liim such. 
With fervent, lively confidence I grasp 
The glad deliverance Heaven hath sent to mef 

■ *Ti8 he, he hastens with a mighty force, 
To set me free, my insults to avenge ! 
Hark to his drums! his battle -trumpets sound! 
Te nations, come from morning and from mid- 

day*), — 
Gome from your heaths, your everlasting woods I 
In every garb, of every language come! 
Ecpiip the camel, rein -deer, and the steed f 
Roll hither, numberless as ocean*8 waves, 
And gather round the standard of your king ! — 
Oh! wherefore am I straightened here, — thus 

cribb'd , 
Confined, with feelings so unlimited! 
Eternal sun, that compassest the globe. 
Be thou the messenger of each desire! 
Thou all pervading, boundless atmosphere, 

i 

) Mfrom morniii; and from mid -day": from the' Sait 
and the South. 
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That 80011 perf6rm*8t the furthest journey, -~ oh ! 
Convey to him my mrarmest wishes, prayers 
And supplications -^ they are all I have! 
I draw these burning from my inmost soul, 
I send them wing*d unto the throne of heaven, — 
To him I send them as a mighty host. 



SCENE n. 



(A hill^ surrounded with trees* A broad and 
sunny distance discloses itself: a beautiful stream is 
seen flowing through the landscape ^ which is enli- » 
vened luith rising crops. Far and near^ the spires 
of towns are seen glittering. Drums and other 
ivarlike instruments behind the scenes, ODorrALSKr 
and other officers enter; immediately afterwards 

J>EMETRJUS.J 

ODOWALSKT, 

Withdraw the army to the woods beneath, 
The while we look around us from these heights. 
(some retircy and Demetrius enters,) 

DEMETRIUS (starting back,) 
Ha! what a prospect! 
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ODOWALSKT. 

Prince! Thou dost behold 
Thy realm before thee. — That is Russian ground. 

RAZIN. 
This pillar bears the arms of Muscovy; 
Here terminates the Polish monarch's sway. 

DEMETRIUS. 
Is yon the Niefbb» yonder quiet stream 
Which waters the green meadows? 

ODOWALSKT. 

*Tis the Desna. 
Lo, tvhere the towers of Tschemigow arise! 

RAZIN. 
Those glittering on the far horizon, are 
Severisch Nofogrod*s tall cupolas. 

DEMETRIUS. 
How placid is the scene! What lovely meadows! 

ODOWALSKT. 
Spring has arrayed them in her brightest garb; 
The fertile soil produces plenteoi;i8 crops. 
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DEMBTRIUS. 
The Tiew sweeps onward to infinity. 

RAZIN. 
Tet this, my liege, of Russians vast domain , 
Is but a small beginning. For unliemm*d. 
It stretches on to meet the rising sun , 
And hath no confines to the north, except 
The living, generative power of earth. 



BAZm. 

See how contemplative our Czar becomes. 

DEMETRIUS. 
Peace still inhabits these delicious fields, 
And I, with war*s terrific implements, 
Approach now hostily to ravage them!' 

ODOWALSKT. 
One thinhs of such things afterwards, my liege ! 

DEMETRIUS. 
Thou feel'st but as a Pole, I am a son 
Of Russia, — *tis the land which gave me life. 
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Forgive me, dearest soil, domestic earth, 
Thou sacred boimdary- column which I grasp, 
Whereon my father hath impressed his eagle, — 
Pardon that I, thy son, with foreign arms 
Now violate thy Templets peace! I come 
To redemand my heritage, — to seek 
The noble name, of which I have been spoiFd. 
*Twa8 here my ancestors, Warager^s line. 
In long succession, thirty ages reignM; 
I am the last of their descendants, saved 
From rufifians* hands by destiny divine. 



SCENE III. 

(A Russian village. An open place before the 
church. The alarm heU is heard, Glsb, Iua and 
TtMOSKA^ armed with axes, hasten on the stage.) 

GLEB 

(coming out of a house,) 
Why do the people run? 
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ILIA 

(coming out of unother koust,) 

Wbo sounds the bell? — 

TIMOSKA. 

Out, neighbours! every one, to GOuncil][come! 

fOiEQ and Iqor with other men^ women and 
Mldreny carrying bundles,) 

GLEB. 
What da ye here with women and with babes? 

IGOB. 
Flee, fieel the Poles make inroad in the land 
Towards Moromesh, and murder all they find. 

OLEG. 
Fly to th*interiour, to guarded towns! 
We have set fire unto our cottages, — 
Our village, a whole village has arisen, 
And hastens to the army of the Czar. 

TIMOSKA. 
There comes another troop of fugitives. 

(IvAssKd and FetruschkAj with armed pemsants^ 
enter from the opposite side,) 
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IVANSKA. 

Long tlive the Czar! great prince Demetrius! 

GLEB. 
What's that? 

ILIA. 

Where would you go? 

TIMOSKA. 

^ 

And who are ve? 

PETRUSCHKA. 
Those, faithful to our lineal sovereign, follow! 

TIMOSKA. 
What means all this? A village yonder flies 
Towards the interiour, to escape the Pole; 
And will you go, even there, whence these have fled? 
Will you confederate with your country's foe? 

PETRUSCHKA. 
What foe? He is no foe that comes | he is 
The people's friend, this country's rightful lord. 
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The Posadmili (country- judge) enters, in order 
to read a manifesto of Demetrius. The inhabi- 
tants of the Tillage warer between the two parties. 
The women are first won over to Demetrius, and 
decide the question. 



Gamp of Demetrius. He is defeated in the first 
action, but the forces of Czar Boris in a great 
measure unwillingly conquer, and do not follow 
up their advantage. Demetrius, in despair, will 
kill himself, and is with much difficulty prevented 
by Gonla and Odowalshy. Insolence even of the 
Gossachs towards Demetrius. 



The encampment of Gzar Boris*8 army* He is 
himself absent, and this injures his cause, since 
he is feared, and not loved. The army is strong, 
but not to be trusted upon. The leaders are by 
no means unanimous, and in part incline towards 
the side of Demetrius from various motives* One 
of them, Solticow, declares for him, from a con- 
viction of the justice of his cause. His desertion 
b of the highest moment 5 a great portion of the 
army. joins Demetrius. 
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BoBxs at Moscow. He still appears as absolute 
sovereign 9 and has faithful servants about bim^ 
but be is already exasperated by bad news. The 
fear of an insurrection at Moscow prevents his 
joining the army. He is also ashamed to act, as 
Czar in person, against the impostor. Scene be- 
tween him and the Archbishop. 



Messengers of evil tidings arrive from all 
directions 9 and the danger of Boris increases. 
He hears of the falling off of the country -militia 
and provincial towns, of the inactivity and mutiny 
of the forces , of the disturbances at Moscow, of 
the advance of Demetrius. This causes him fresh 
uneasiness. An account now comes, that the 
Boyars fly to the camp of Demetrius , and that 
the whole army is his. 



Boris and Axmi.. The Czar, as a father, ap- 
pears truly affecting, and in a conversation with 
his daughter discloses his inmost self. 



Boris had ac({uired sovereignty through crime, 
but had undertaken and executed its several 
duties; for the country he is an estimable prince, 
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and a true father to his subjects. Only in matters 
relating to his person, toVards individuals he is 
suspicious, revengeful and cruel. His mind raises 
him, as his rank, above all that environs hinu 
The long possession of chief power, the habitual 
sway over men and the despotic form of the go* 
vernment, have so npurlshed his pride, that it is 
impracticable for him to outlive his greatness. 
He clearly sees what awaits him; but he is still 
Czar, and not debased, should he resolve to die. 



He believes in prophecies, and in his present 
st^te of mind things appear to him significant, 
which at any other period he would have des- 
pised. Any particular circumstance, in which he 
found the voice of destiny, would be to. him 
decisive. 



Shortly before his death, his disposition under- 
goes a change, he is milder towards the messengers 
of bad tidings, and is ashamed of the bursts of in- 
dignation with which he had received the former 
ones. He calmly listens to the worst tidings, and 
even recompenses the narrator. 
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As soon as ho has heard the misfortune which 
is to decide his fate, composed and resigned 
he retires, without further explanation. Shortl)^ 
afterwards he enters habited as monk, and 
withdraws his daughter from the scene of his 
last moments. In a convent she is to seek an asj- 
lum from insult; his son Feodor, being still a 
child, would perhaps have less to apprehend. He 
drinks the poison, and retires to a lonely chamber, 
to expire in secret. 



Universal confusion at the news of the Czar's 
death. The Bojars form a council of the empire, 
and govern in the Gremlin. Romanow (the future 
G«ar, and the head of the reigning family) appears 
with an armed force, swears on the breast of the 
Gsar the oath of fidelity to his son Feodor, and 
obliges the Boyars to follow his example. Ven- 
geance and immoderate ambition are far from his 
soul; his aim is justice. He loves Axinia without 
hope, and though unconscious of it, is equally 
beloved. 



Romanow hastens to the army, to win it over 
to the cause of the' youthful Gzar. Revolution in 
Moscow, brought about by the faction of Demetrius. 
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The people drag the Boyars out of their houses, 
seize Feodor and Axinia, imprison them, and dis- 
patch delegates to Demetrius. 



Demetrius at Tula, on the pinnacle of fortune. 
The army is his; the keys of several cities are 
delivered over to him. Moscow alone seems to 
oppose him. He is mild and amiable, betrays a 
noble-minded emotion on hearing the account of 
the death of Boris, pardons a discovered project 
against his life, disdains the slavish homage of the 
Russians and will abolish it. On the other hand, 
the Poles, by whom he is surrounded, are rough, 
and treat the Russians with contempt. Demetrius 
wishes for an interview with his mother, and sends 
messengers to Marina. 



Among the number of Russians, who crowd 
about Demetrius at Tula, one appears, whom De- 
metrius immediately knows > he is much rejoiced 
to see him again. He dismisses every one, and as 
soon as he is alone with this man, thanks him 
cordially, as his benefactor and deliverer. The 
other gives to understand, that Demetrius is 
indeed under great obligations to him, and 
greater than he is aware of. Demetrius urges 
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him to explain himself ^ith more perspicuity, and 
the murderer of the true Demetrius now discloses 
the real state of the case. For this murder he 
had not been rewarded , naj , had nothing hut his 
death to expect from Boris. Thirsting for revenge, 
he discovered a boy, whose likeness to Czar Ivan 
•truck him. This circumstance must be taken ad* 
vantage of. He got possession of the boy, fled 
with him from Uglitsch, carried him to a priest 
whom he was confident of gaining over to his 
views, and put into his hands the jewel which he 
had himself taken, from the murdered Demetrius* 
Through this boy, whom he afterwards never lost 
tight of, and whose steps he had always secretly 
directed, he is now avenged. His tool, the false 
Demetrius , governs Russia in the room of Boris. 
During this narrative, a prodigious alteration 
is perceptible in Demetrius. His silence is ter- 
rible. In a moment of the greatest fury and des- 
peration, the assassin excites him to the highest 
pitch, by demanding his recompense with sturdi- 
ness and arrogance. He stabs him. 



Monologue of Demetrius. Internal struggle, 
but preponderating feeling of the necessity of main- 
taining his character as Csar. 
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The deputies of the city of Moscow arriTe, 
and tender their submission to Demetrius. Thej 
are received with dark and threatening measures. 
Amongst them is the patriarch. Demetrius divests 
him of his dignity, and shortly afterwards senten- 
ces a Russian of distinction, who had expressed 
doubts as to his legitimacy. 



Marfa and Olga, beneath a magnificent tent, 
await the arrival of Demetrius. Marfa speaks of 
the approaching interview with more doubt and 
apprehension, than hope, and trembles to meet 
the moment , which should be to her one of the 
greatest felicity. Olga exhorts her, although her- 
self incredulous. During their long journey, they 
both had found leisure to call every particular to 
mind; the first exaltation had given place to re- 
flection. The gloomy silence and repulsive glances 
of the sentinels, who surround the tent, serve to 
augment their doubts* 



The trumpets sound. Marfa is irresolute, whe- 
ther she shall go. and meet Demetrius. He now 
stands before her, alone. The little hope her 
bosom had still cherished, entirely vanishes on 
seeing him. Something strange interposes between 
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« 

theni) nature does not speak, they are eternally 
separated. There was once an attempt to approx- 
imate 5 Marfa is the first, who shows a disposition: 
to retire. Demetrius observes this, and remains 
for an instant perplexed. Portentous silence. — 

Demetriits. Dost thou feel no impulse of the 
heart? Dost thou not acknowledge thine own 
blood in me? 

Mabfjl is speechless. 

Demetrius. The voice of Nature is free and 
lacred; I neither will constrain her, nor counter- 
feit. At the sight of me, had thy heart spoken, 
mine too had answered^ thou hadst found in me 
a good, an affectionate son. What is neetlful 
would have been done with inclination, with love, 
with sincerity. But if thou canst not feel as a 
mother, yet think as a princess, bear thyself as 
befits a (picen! Destiny, unhoped for, as a son 
gave me to thee; receive me as the gift of heaven. 
Even though I were not thy son, as I now ap- 
pear , yet have I robbed thy son of nothing. I 
have but robbed thine enemies. Thee and thine 
have I avenged, have snatched thee from the tomb 
in which thou wert buried alive, have reinstated 
thee upon the throne. — Thou knowest well, thy 
fate is linked with mine. Thou dost stand with 
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me, and thou must fall ^ith me. The eyes of 
nations are fixed on us, -~ 

I comprehend the juggle, and 'what I do not 
feel, I cannot show; but I feel in truth such a 
sentiment of reverence towards thee, that my 
Iinees must bend before thee, — 'tis no hypocrisy. 

(Dumb play of Marfa, which evinces the internal 
emotion of her mind.) 

Demetrius. Resolve! Let thy will act freely, 
that which Nature dictates. I ask from thee no 
dissimulation, no falsehood 5 I demand genuine 
feeling. Do not appear to he my mother, Be so — 
Reject the past, and cordially embrace the pre- 
sent! If I be not thy son, I am Czar 5 I pos- 
sess power, fortune. — - He, who lies in the grave, 
is dust; he has no heart to love thee with, no 
eyes to smile on thee — turn to the living — 

(Marfa burst into tears,) 

Demetrius. Oh I these golden drops are wel- 
come. Let them flow! Show thyself thus to the 
people ! 

(On a sign being made by Demetrius, the tent 
opens, and the assembled Russians are witnesses of 
this scenes) 
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The entry of Demetrius into Moscow. Great 
splendour, but warlike preparations. Poles and 
Cossacks conduct the procession. Gloom and 
terror are mixed up with the general rejoicings. 
Suspicion and misfortune pervade the whole. 



Bomanow, who had joined the army too late, 
returns to Moscow, to protect Feodor and Axinia* 
All is fruitless; he is himself imprisoned. Axinia 
flies to the Gzaress Marfa, and throwing herself 
at her feet, implores her protection against the 
Poles. She there beholds Demetrius, and the 
tight of her kindles in him an ungovernable pas- 
sion. Axinia abhors him. 



Demetrius as Czar — a formidable element 
deludes him, but he cannot overcome it; he is 
guided by the force of others* passions. — His 
innermost conscience begets universal mistrust! 
He has no friend, not one being faithful to 
bim. Poles and Cossacks, by their arrogant be- 
haviour, lower liim in the minds of the people. 
Even those virtues which had gained for him 
honour, his popularity, simplicity and dislike to 
all rigid ceremonials, now produce dissatisfaction. 
He sometimes unwarily violates the customs of 
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the country. He persecutes the monks, Because 
he had suffered under them. Nor is he exempt 
from despotic humour, in moments of insulted 
pride. — Odowalsky still knows how 'to render 
his presence necessary to him, removes the Rus- 
sians from about his person » and maintains his 
overpowering influence. 



Demetrius grows faithless to Marina. He speak* 
upon the subject with archbishop Job, who, 
in order to get rid of the Poles, meet his wishes, 
-and gives him a lofty idea of imperial power. 



Marina appears at Moscow with a numerous 
suite. Her interview with Demetrius. False and 
cold reception on both sides; she however better 
knows how to disguise herself. She presses for 
a speedy marriage. Preparations are made for a 
sumptuous entertainment. 



By command of Marina , a cup of poison is 
brought to Axinia. Death is welcome to her. 
She dreads, that [she should be compelled to foU 
tow the Gxar to the altar. 



— 150 — 

Intense anguish of Demetrius. With broken 
heart he departs 9 to solemnize his nuptials with 
Marina. 



After the marriage ceremo|iy, Marina discovert 
to him, that she does not, nor ever did consider 
him as the true Demetrius. She coldly leaves 
him to himself, in a terrible condition 'of mind. 



In the interim, Schinskoy, one of Czar Bo- 
rises former generals, profits by the increasing 
discontent of the people, and heads a conspiracy 
against Demetrius. 



BiOmanow is comforted in his prison by an 
apparition. Axinia*s ghost appears to him, un- 
locks to his view future and better days, and 
commands him calmly to wait until destiny ripen, 
and not to contaminate himself with blood* Bo- 
manow receives a hint, that he will be called to 
the throne. Shortly after this, he is invited to 
engage in the conspiracy; he declines. 



Solticow bitterly reproaches himself, for having 
betrayed his country to Demetrius. But he will 
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not be a traitor twice , and supports out of rec- 
titude, contrary to his feelings, the party he. has 
once espoused. Since the evil is done, he at least 
seelis to mitigate it, and to debilitate the power 
of the Poles. He forfeits his life in the attempt ', 
but he takes his death as a deservinf punishment, 
and . in his djing moments aTOWs it to Demetrivfe 
himself. 



Gasimir, a brother of Lodoislia, a young Pole, 
who secretly and without hope had cherished a 
passion for Demetrius while in the house of the 
vaivode of Sendoniir, had accompanied the troops 
at the instance of his sister, and valiantly pro- 
tected him in every engagement. In a moment of 
the most imminent peril, when all the other fol- 
lowers of Demetrius are but attentive to their 
individual safety, Gasimir remains faithful, and 
offers himself up for him. 



The complot comes to an eruption. Demetrius 
is with the Czarina Marfa, and the leaders pene- 
trate into the chamber. The dignity and courage 
of Demetrius have a momentary effect on the re- 
bels. He is on the very point of pacifying them, 
by surrendering into their hands the Poles at 
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difcretion» JuBt then, Schinskoy rushes in yfiik 
anotber furious multitude. A precise explanation 
is required of the Gzaress: she must kiss the 
cross 9 in token that Demetrius is her son. To 
hear witness against her conscience, in so solemn 
a manner, is to her impossible. Speechless she 
turns away from Demetrius, and will retire. ,,She 
is silent?*^ the furious multitude shout, „8lie 
denies him? Then perish, impostor !<^ — And 
pierced through he lies ^t Marfa's feet. 
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brothers. 
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THE BRIDE OF MESSINA. 



A spacious, vaulted hall, with entrances on both 
tides; a folding,- door in the back ground, leading 
to a chapel, 

DONNA ISABELLA in deep mourning, the 
ELDERS of jyiessina surrounding her, 

ISABELLA. 
Te grave and reverend Elders of this citj, 
Not inclination, but necessity 
Most urgent, drew me from the solitude 
And silence of my chamber, to unveil 
My countenance before the gase of men. 
It more befits the widow, who hath lost 
Her lord, the light and glory of her life, 
The black enveloped form in quiet walls 
To closet from the notice of mankind, •— 
But all inexorable, all powerful 
The times* commanding voice impels me forth 
Into the world^s unwonted light again. 
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Scarce twice the moon lias yet renewed her form 
Of brightness, since I bore unto his rest 
The prince who governed with strong hand your citj. 
Protecting you with giant arm against 
A world, which hostilj encircles you. 
He is departed, but his Spirit lives — 
Lives in a pair of bold, heroic sons, 
This country *s glory. From their infancy, 
Tou have beheld them grow in joyful strength. 
But with them of unknown, disastrous seed 
Grew also an unblessed brother - hatred. 
That laniated the delightful link 
Of childhood, still increasing with their years. 
I never yet rejoiced in their accord. 
Although I nourished both upon this breast,. 
And parted love and sorrow equally. 
And know them filially inclined to me. 
In this, — this single impulse they are one, 
In every other, murderous strife divides them. 

So long, however, as their father ruled. 
Their wild, outrageous passions were held bridled, 
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For terribly austere his justice, and 

Impartially dispensed; he thus subdued 

Their stubborn i^ills beneath a yoke of iron weight. 

It never was permitted them when arm'd 

To meet each other, in the self- same walls 

To pass the night 5 such stem commands confined 

Indeed eruptions of their wild desires, 

But left the hate unalter*d in their bosoms — 

He, little cares to check the lowly spring. 

Who can restrain the mighty cataract. 

What must come, came. When death had 

closed his eyes, 
And his strong hand no longer tamed them, straight 
The ancient enmity broke out, like fire 
Compressed, and kindled to an open fiame. 
I tell you but what you behold, Messina 
By their disunion disunited, all 
Facifick, holy ties of nature loosened, 
Giving the signal for a general fray; 
Swords clash on swords, the city is becofne 
A battle - field, — these halls are stain'd with blood. 
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' Ye saw the enipire*8 bands asunder torn. 
But my poor heart was torn — ye simply', felt 
The public grievance, little caring for 
A mother's pain. Ye came to me and spohe 
These cruel words: nThou seest, thy children'! 

strife 
» Stirs up the city into civil war, 
»By bad and dangerous neighbours snared about, 
fiWhich but by concord can resist the foe* 
» — Thou art their parent \ See and pacify 
nThe sanguinary difference of thy sons. 
»What matters unto us, the peaceable, 
)»The quarrel of our rulers? Must we fall, 
y Because thy children madly will contest? 
y»We henceforth will advise ourselves, select 
iiA prince who will and can provide our good I a 

Ye rugged men, thus pitiless ye spoke, 
Concerned but for your city and yourselves; 
You laid the public grievance on this heart, 
Sufficiently already burdened with 
A mother's sorrow and anxiety. 
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I undertook a hopeless task, between 

Them flimg myself with lacerated heart, — 

Between the furious brethren, crying y>Feace I « — 

Unterrified, unwearied I despatched 

Now messengers to one, and then the other, 

Till by my prayers I won their full consent. 

Here in Messina, in their father's castle, 

Unhostily to parley face to face, 

Which since the prince's death has never been. 

This is the day! I wait the messenger 
With news of their approach. — Then be prepared 
To meet your rulers, as becomes the stibject. 
Perform your duty^ leave the rest to us. 
The brothers' strife hath brought calamity 
And ruin on this country and themselves; 
Once, reconciled, once reunited , they 
Are strong enough to shield you 'gainst a world, 
And more — against you to maintain their rights ! 

(The Elders witJidraw in silence^ their hands on 
their breasts. She beckons to an old servant y who 
remains,) 



Diego! 
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ISABELLA. DIEGO, 
ISABELLA. 

DIEGO. 
What commands my princess? 

ISABELLA. 

Come — 

Gome near me] honest, trustworthy attendant! 

My suffering's and my grief hast thou partaken; 

Participate the joy too of the Joyful. 

I did intrust my secret to thy breast, 

A secret holy, sweet, yet full of torture. 

The moment is arrived, that must reveal it. 

I have too long suppressed great Nature^s yearning, 

For over me still sway'd another*8 will; 

My voice may now, be heard; this very day 

Shall satisfy my heart; within this house. 

Long desolate, shall gather all I love. 

To yonder well-hnown monastery bend 
Thine aged steps, a treasure of great price 
Is there inshrined. Thou, good and faithful soul, 
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That mournful service for the mournful didst, 

"By flight preserving it till better days. 

Now merrily bring bach the precious pledge ! 

(wind instruments are heard at a distance,) 

Oh haste! Let joy invigorate thy feet! 

I hear the warlike clarions* piercing sound, 

Forewarning that my sons approach. 

(Exit Diego. The music is heard from an oppo' 
site direction, and approaches still.nearer and nearer,) 

ISABELLA. 

Aroused 

Is all Messina — Hark! a roaring stream 

Of mingled voices rolls along — His they! 

How, palpitating, this maternal heart 

The sweet attraction of their presence feels. 

They come! they come! — my children, o my 

children ! 

(she hurries forth,) 

CHORUS (enters). 

(It consists of two half Chorusses, which at the 
same time enter from different directions , the one 
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from the bach, the other from the foreground; they 
waUi round the stage, and then form themselves into 
ranks, each on the same side by which it had en- 
tered. One half of the Chorus is formed of the youn- 
ger , tJie other of the elder knights; both are dis- 
tinguished by colours and badges. When both 
Chorusses have arranged themselves, the march cea- 
ses, and the leader of each Chorus speaks,) 

FIRST CHORUS. 

I salute thee with reverence, 

Glittering hall, 

Cradle of princes, 

ColumD • supported , magnificent roof! 

Slumber, thou sword, 

Deep in thy scabbard! 

Serpent - haired monster of war, 

Lie before the gates fetter'd! 

Now is the dwelling's 

Most sanctified threshold 

Guarded by Oalh, the son of the Furies, 

Most fearful of all the Tartarian gods! 
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' SECOND CHORUS. 

Furious rages my heart in my bosom , 

And my hands for the combat are closed; 

For I behold the head of Medusa^ 

The detestable form of my foe. 

Scarce can I hinder my blood^s overboiling, — 

Shall I accord him the honour of speech? 

Or but comply with my fierce inclination? 

Greatly Euminides still do I fear; 

She is this place's protectress. 

And of the hallowed Peace which prevails. 

FIRST CHORUS. 
Provident bearing 
Suits with the aged, 
I therefore first, as more prudent, salute. 

(to the second Chorus,) 

Welcome to me. 



Welcome art thou. 
Brotherly sharing 
Feelings the same. 
Honouring the gods 
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\Tho this palace protect! 
Since pacifick the princes confer. 
Let us peaceable words too exchange. 
In a cool and a calm state of blood. 
For the word that is healing is good* 
But whenever I meet thee abroad. 
Be the blood-thirsty battle renew'd. 
Let our valour be proved by the sword. 

THE WHOLE CHORUS. 
But whenever I meet thee abroad. 
Be the blood-thirsty battle renew'd. 
Let our valour be proved by the sword. 

FIRST CHORUS. 
Thee I detest not! We are not foes! 
We were bom in one city — 
They are but foreigners here. 
If the rulers will fight, must the servants 
Murder each other, each other destrjoy? 
Such is now order, such is the law! 
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SEGOm) CHORUS. 
They are ac^ainted 
Best with the reasons 

Wherefore they quarrel! It troubles not me. 
But their battles we fight; 
He is no man of honour, no Imig^t^ 
Who can see his commander despised. 

THE WHOLE CHORUS. 
But their battles we fight; 
He is no man of honour, no hnight. 
Who can see his commander despised. 

ONE OF THE CHORUS. 
Oh! list to the thoughts of my mind, 
As sunk in a serious vein, 
I leisurely marcVd through each lane, 
Where golden corn bends' to the wind. 

In the combat, when furiously blind, 
We have never reflected as men. 
For the hot blood deluded us then* 

Are not these promising corn-fields our own? 
These ielm- trees, about which intwine 
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The arms of the amorous vine^ 

Are they not children as well of our sun? 

Could we not lengthen felicitous days 

With enjoyments most harmless and blest; 

From the earth a sufficiency raise 9 

And partake it together in rest? 

Wherefore ourselves for mere strangers embroil? 

They have no claim and no right to this soil. 

In a vessel our island they won, 

Coming from regions where setteth the son; 

With hospitality treated we them*^ 

(Our fathers! many long ages have past) 

We now are their subjects, their vassals at last — 

Vassals of strangers, this alien stem ! 

A SECOND. 

True! we dwell in a fortunate land,- 
Which the heavcn^s wide -wandering »u& 
Ever genially glowing shines. on, 
May enjoy too thi^ beautiful }and. 
But we cannot defend it, nor save 
It from plunder, to pirates betrayed 
(Who in numbers our sea -coasts invadet) 
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By the ocean*s encompassiBg wave. 
WeVe a treasure to gltelter and hoard, 
Which entices the foreigners^ sword. 
We are slaves on our thresholds, the land 
Lends its children no sheltering hand. 
Not where Fan and where Geres serene 
And contentedly smiling are seen, 
But where iron grows deep in the earth 
Of the mountains, the €on^*ror has birth! 

FIRST CHORUS. 

Pisproportien'd life's blessings we find 
'Mongst the fugitive race of mankind; 
Nature, just and impavtiai is still. 
JVi^ re thift marrow and fruits of the earth. 
Germinating wii^i ey%t new birth ; 
They-f ijiirincible' power and will. 
What their sensual bosoms attract, 
Arm'd with force unresisting they act, 
And the earth with a mighty noise fill; 
Bixt behind the tall height, will the hollow 
Resounding, swift cataract follow, 

7* 
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Therefore radier I choose tite low groniid. 
My own frealinesi •nclosing me round! 
Those violent floods of the Storm, 
When hail -stones in masses descend, 
And water -spouts which the clouds form, 
Fierce and gloomily blend, 
Boiling rapidly on with a strength 
And a sound lihe the roaring of thunder. 
Till the dams are demolished at length, 
And the bridges are broken asunder, — 
Nothing can bridle their force, 
Though formed in an instant; their course 
Can no longer be traced, 
For the sands have each vestige effaced, 
They*re but hnown by the wide - spreading waste. 
— Conquerors come, and soon vanish again; 
We, who submissively serve them, remain. 

(The folding doors in the back ground ^pen; 
Donna isaheUa appears between her sons Don Ma- 
nuel and Don Cesar,)- 
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BOTH CHORUSSES. 
Glory and praise ui^to her, 
Yonder rising on us, 
hike a luminous snn; 
Kneeling, I honour thy presence) o ^een! 

FIRSl' CHOBUS.] 
Beauteous the moonbeams' 
Delicate clearness 

Mid the glittering glance of the stars; 
Beauteous the mother*s 
LoTclier grandeur 
*Twixt the fiery forms of her sons. 
Not on the earth 
Is her likeness, her equal beheld. 

Loflty and. blooming, 
On the summit of life , 
She completeth the circle 4>f beauty; 
Gloriously finish'd, the world 
Crowns itself with the mother and sons. 

Nothing holy Religion 
Fairer describes 
On the celestial throne; 
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HeaTen-bom Science 

Pictures nothing sublimer. 

Than together the mother and son. 

SECOND CHORUS. 
Pleased, a tree the Mbolds 
Blossoming spring from her tap. 
Germinating, for ever renewed.! 
She hath brought forth a race, 
That shall li^aader on with the sun. 
Giving Time's revolutions the name. 

» 

Nations depart with a clamour, 
Names sound away, 
Darksome oblivion 
Spreads her night - heavy pinions 
Over whole generations. 

But the lone heads 
Of the rulers of earth 
Lighted up shine, 
Touch'd by Aurora 
With a radiance eternal, 
As the prominent peaks of the world. 
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DON MANUEL and the FIRST CHORUS. 

DON MANUEL. 
Already, as I said, for some moons past 
The old man dropt mysterious hints, tbe time 
Drew near that should restore her unto hers. 
But yesterday he plainly spoke, declaring 
That with the rising of the next day^s sun — - 
'Tis shining now, this is the very day — 
Her future destiny would be decided. 
There was no moment to be lost, at once 
I formed and executed my resolve. 
Last night, most secretly I stole away 
The maiden, and conveyed her to Messina. 

CHORUS. 
A hardy and rapacious deed! 
— Forgive, o sire, my blunt, reproachful speech! 
Such is the privilege of wiser age , 
When rash youth daringly forgets itself. 

DON MANUEL. 
Hard by the convent of the Merciful, 
Deep in a garden*s shady solitude, ' 
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Untrod bj idle curio8it5. 

Even now I separated from mj love^ 

Here hastening to the -reconciliation. 

I left her anxious and alone, no less 

Expecting than, with royal state to meet 

Messina^s gase, inthroned on pedestal 

Of glory. She shall never see me more, 

Unless attired in full n^gnificence 

And pomp, encompassed hy your Imightly chorus. 

I would not my betrothed, Don ManueFs bride, 

A homeless fugitive approach my mother; 

No! — I will usher her as best befits 

Her rank, as princess in my fathers* halls! 

CHORUS. 
Command us, sire; we but await thy beclc. 

DON MANUEL. 
Although I now have torn me from her arrns^ 
For her alone I will be busied still. 
To the Bazjji repair with me, where moors 
Expose for sale the produce of the East, 
Its richest merchandise and works of art* 
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Choese sandals first, to cover and adorn 

The lovely -moulded feet 3 a garment next 

Select, wliich Indians cunning loom lias woven, 

SparMing like- Aetna's snow, as nearest day — 

And light as morning vapour it shall float 

Around the well proportioned limbs of youth* 

Of purple intermixed with golden threads 

A zone, the tunic gracefully to linh 

Beneath the spotless bosom 5 add to these 

A purple mantle of the costliest silk. 

And which a pure gold cicada shall loop 

Above the shoulder — nor forget the clasps 

To span the snowy arms 3 the ornaments 

Of pearl, of coral white and red, the gifts 

Of ocean*s goddess* Round her fragrant locks 

May wind a diadem of gems, wherein 

The emerald and fiery -glowing ruby 

With coloured lightnings cross. Made fast amid 

The tresses of her hair, an ample veil 

Shall swim about her form like summer's cloud; 

The virgin's myrtle crown complete the whole. 
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CHORUS. 

It shall be doBe a» tkaa conimandest, sire^ 
For all thiRg» m^y be bad ia readmes». 

DON MAmmt. 

Bring forth the noblest palfrey from his stall, 

And snow-white as the horses of the stm-god; 

Of purple be his doth, his bridle set 

"With precious stones : since he mast bear my queen. 

My chorus, splendidly attire yourselves 

In hnightly pomp, and be prepared 

To lead your princess home with trumpets* sound. 

I go to order all things | two of you 

Be partners of my steps. The rest remain — 

What you have heard, reposit in your breasts , 

Until the band be loosened from your tongues. 

(exit Don Manuely accompanied by two of the Chorus.) 

CHORUS. 

What employment^ what aim shall be ours , 
Since the princes now rest from their feud. 
To replenish the vacuous hour9,^ 
Time's all wearisome infinitude? 
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Ere the arrival of every mora, 
Man must tremble, and hope, and purvey. 
That existence^ weight may be borne^ 
And the sameness and length of each day, •— 
That some breese with its freshness may wake 
Life*s lethargic and motionless lahe. 

ONE OF THE GHOEUS. 

Lovely is Peace ! lihe a beautiful swain 

By some quietsome streamlet reposing. 

While on the verdant and sun-li|^ted plain 

liambs about him are playfully browsing; 

Tender notes he draws forth from his reed, 

And melodiously echo the mountains, 

Or as day*s dying glories recede. 

He is lull'd into slumber by fountains — 

But its honour hath e^ally Strife, 

*Ti8 the mover of all human fate, 

I enjoy a vivacious life, 

And would fain for an infinite date 

Wavering, swinging and floating still dance 

On the rising and sinking, dark billows of Chance. 
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For in Peace man decays; to the brave ^ 
Such inertness is even as the grave. 
Law*s the friend of the feeble alone 9 
It would equalise every one; 
War ennobles mankind, for it makes 
Strength appear, and a courage in cowards awakes. 

A SECOND. 

Stand not open the temples of Love? 

To the Beautiful do not men rove? 

There is something to hope and to fear; 

Something majestic, we all must revere! 

Our existence love <piickons and cheers, 

And relieved its dark colours become. 

The beneficent daughter of foam, 

Sweetly beguileth the rapturous years; 

In lifers realities vulgar and sad, 

Forms doth she weave of dreams golden and glad. 

A THIRD. 

Be the sweet blossom for blossoming May, 
Glitter on Bvavtt ! Let those be still twining 
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Garlands, whose locks are still youthfully shining > 
Manhood, a steadier god should obey. 

FIRST. 
With Diana, the rigorous maid. 
Let us hie to the wild thicket's shade, 
Where is deepest the gloom of the oak, 
And the antelope hurl from its rock. 
Like*s the Chase to the turmoil of wars, 
*Tis the frolicksome consort of Mars — 
We arise in the grey of the mom , 
When the quavering sound of the horn 
Bids us joyfully sally 
To the vaporous valley. 
Over mountain and cavern, our frames 
To refresh in ethereal streams! 

SECOND. 
Or our limbs shall we trust to the ocean, 
To that deity always in motion. 
Whose unlimited lap doth invite 
With translucency pleasingly bright? 
Shall we built on the wanton, wild tide 
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Floating castles of pleasure and pride ? 

Yonder green, crystalline field they nho plougb 

With the vessel's sharp, arrowy prow. 

Unto Fortune that instant are wed, — 

Theirs is creation*s broad, limitless scopes 

Theirs is a harvest without sowing seed! 

For the sea is the region of hazard and hope ; 

There in a moment the rich are necessitous made, 

And the beggar soon equals the diadem'd head. 

There as swiftly the winds 

As the thoughts of our minds 

Round about th^ whole compass -card range, 

So the lots too of Destiny change , — 

Fortune for ever is rolling her ball> 

There, is no property — billow is all! 

THIBD. 

Npt the billows* dominion wide , 

Not alone on the turbulent tide, 

On the earth too, though firnily it rest 

On eternal, old columns, yet never 
Fortune stays, but is wavering ever. 
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— Little hope remains now in my breast, 
And I fear this union cannot last^ 
On the lava burning mountains cast. 
Never would I dare to build my cot. 
Hate hath eat too deep in, acts have past, 
Nie'er to be forgiven, nor forgot 5 
IVe not yet beheld the gloomy end, 
Terrible, if dreams the truth portend! 
I am silent j though I loathe this tie, 
Luchless marriage and its privacy, 
Stealthy paths of love which shun the day. 
Then the cloister's sacrilegious deed: 
"What is virtuous, loves no crooked way; 
Evil fruit must spring from evil seed. 

SECOND. 
Twas a theft which the spouse of the sire 
Did compel to unlawfully wed; 
She was the old Princess choice, who in ire 
Breathed out o'er the unsanctified bed 
Imprecations and curses most dread. 
Deeds atrocious, and nameless, and fell, 
Gonceal'd in this family dwell. 
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CHORUS. 

Trust me, it hatli not well begun, 

And it Happily will not conclude 5 

Ever chastised are crimes under the sun, 

Perpetrated in furious mood. 

That the brethren should mortally hate, 

la not chance, nor yet whimsical fate^ 

On their parent impended this doom: 

„ Hatred and discord should spring from her 

womb. " 
— Bat my thoughts shall their hiding place keep. 
For the gods work in secrecy deep; 
It is time when misfortimes draw near. 
Time to weep, when they truly appear. 

(exit Chorus, J 

The scene changes to a garden, which commands 
a view of the sea* 

BEATRICE 

f comes out of an adjoining summer-house ^ walks 
up and down much agitated, and looks wistfully 
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about her in every direetioru On a sudden she pait- 
ses and listens,) 

It is not ht — it was the sportive breeses f 
Which sweeping through the jlofty pine-tops roar; 
The westward journey of the sun decreases; 
Hour creeps with laasy pace on hour, — 
A shuddering, cold sensation on me seizes. 
This unsubstantial silence's dread power. 
As far round as my vision can survey, 
No form I see; he leaves me to despair a prey. 

Hard by, lihe purling floods which dams restrain, 
I hear the city's noisy, swarming host; 
Far off resounds the everlasting main , 
Its hollow breakers beating on the coast. 
How small I feel in this stupendous scene, 
'Where fear on me its fury doth exhaust, — 
Lihe yonder leaf, that from its branch is cast, 
I lose myself in space immeasurably vast* 

Why have I left my quiet cell? There still 
I lived without desires, and sorrowless! 
My heart was tranquil as the meadow -rill, 



— 162 — 

Of wishes Toid, not poor in happiness. 
I now am at the world^s gigantic will; 
The waves of life about me closely press; 
AU earlier ties my hand hath severed now, 
Confiding in a. pledge, a light and trami^it vow. 

Oh! where were my senses? 
What hare I done? 
Hath maddening illusion 
Laid hold of my mind? 

The veil I have rent 
Of maiden restraint; 

Have broke through the doors of the sanctified cell *. 
Am I snared by some blinding enchantment of hell? 
I follow this man, 
The fearless seducer in criminal flight. 

Oh come, my beloved! 
Where dost thou tarry? Deliver, deliver 
My combating soul ! I am gnaw*d by repentance, 

r 

Its tortures assail me. 

Oh come, and recomfort my heart! 
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And should I not be his, the only one 
Of all the world inrho linh'd himself to me ? 
£jq»osed to life, ere life had scarce be(|;an, 
Was I, was by relentless destiny 
(I d^ not raise the veil about me thrown) 
Tom from my mother*s lap in infancy. 
I saw but once the form that gave me birth. 
And like a dream if quickly vanished from the earth. 

• Thus still I grew up on that spot sedate , 

Engirt by shadows in life's glowing year, 

— And lo! he stood before the convenfs gate. 

Of manly mien, and beauty of another sphere. 

No words my feelings can delineate! 

A stranger from as strange a world drew near. 

As if it ever had been so, and twined 

At once that union ,^ which no mortal can unbind. 

O thou who gav^'st me birth! forgive that I, 
Anticipating the appointed hour. 
Despotically chose my destiny. 
It sought out me; not' such my willing cheice; 
The God could penetrate the firm -barred door^ 



And he Iiatli found tlie way to Perseus* tower* 
The demon loses not his sacrifice. 
Though chained on promontories bleak and hoar > 
Or those AUantian pillars which upbear 
The heavens, a swift -wing*d steed would overtahe 

it there« 

To dive Into the past I seek no more, 
Nor wish myself to any home removed; 
To Love, full confidence I render o'er; 
Whafs sweeter than to love and be beloved? 
With this my lot I deem myself most blest, 
Th9 knowledge of life*s other |oys I ne'er possest* 

Ye authors of my days, to whom I owe 
Life*s debt, I know you not, nor seek to know^ 
From him I love if you would sever me* 
I still a problem to myself will be; 
I know enough, I live for thee! 

(attentive,) 

Hark, his voice salutes my ear! 
— No, the echo 'tis I hear. 
And the ocean's hoUOw roar, 
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As it brealu along the shore, — « 

Tis not my beloved ! 

Why delays he so? Alas! 

0*er me ice-cold tremours passi 

Ever deeper 

Sinh the sunbeams! Ever lonelier 

Seems the garden! Ever heayier 

Grows my heart — why comes he not? 

(she walks (ibout with disquietude,) 

Neyer from these walls secure , f^ 
Nerer will I venture more. 
Chilly trembling seized me 
Lately, in the nearest church 
As I dared to set my foot, 
YHiich I could not then resist, 
At the call to evening prayer, 
Driven by a mighty force 
From the spirit*s deepest source. 
On the holy place to hneel. 
To the Deity to pray. 



— 1«6 ^ 

Should some spy hare noticed me? 
Full of enemies the world; 
Cunning hath on every way 
Snares extended, to betray 
Righteous and unguarded purity. 
Horror-struck I found this^^ when 
From the convent*s hounds I once 
Ventured, with a sinful mind, 
*Mid the multitudes of men. 
Twas upon that solemn night. 
At the Princess burial- rite , 
For my boldness well I paid; 
But a God then lent me aid — 
There, with eyes that flame appeared, 
And with glances which I fear'd, 
Game the youthful stranger to me, 
Looks that pierced unto my heart, 
And convulsed each vital part -^ 
Still a cold fear cpivers through me. 
As I now recall that time! 
Never, never can I brook 
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In my lover's eyes to look, 
Conscious of this secret crime ! 

(listening,) 

Sounds in the garden! 
Tis he, the beloved 
Himself! No delusion 
Deceives now my ear. 
They near, increase! 
"VV^ithin his arms! 

Upon his breast! 

« 

(She haptens with open arms towards the centre 
4}f the garden, Dbn Cesar meets her,) 

DON CESAR. BEATRICE. CHORUS. 

BEATRICE. 

(retreating in terror,) 
Alas! what do I see! 

(the chorus enters at the same moment,) 

DON CESAR. 

All beauteous being, 
Fear nothing! 
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(to the chorus,) 
Back to more respectful distance -— 
Tlie mde appearance of your arms affrights 
The tender virgin! 

(to Beatnce») 

Fear not! Modesty 
And beauty are to me inviolable. 

(The chorus retires. He approaches and takes 

» 

her hand,) 

Where hast thou been? What God snatcVd thee 

away — 
So long concealed thee? I have sought ^ inquired 
For thee; awake or dreaming, thou wert still 
The undivided feeling of my heart, 
Since at the Princess burial I beheld 
Thee first, the apparition of an angel — 
Nor did the power which overcame my heart 
Continue long a mystery to thee. 
My fiery glances and my faltering lips , 
The hand, which trembled when in thine, betray -d 

it - 
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The place's stem solemnity alone 

Forbade a bolder declaration then. 

•^ The high mass summoned me to prayer, and when 

I rose from Icneeling, unto thee my glance 

Was instantly directed, thou wert gone; 

But with the bonds of an almighty spell 

Drew after thee my heart and all its powers. 

Unceasingly Pve sought thee, since that hour, 

At every palace's and church's porch ; 

I spread a net of watchful spies about, 

In evety open, every secret spot 

"Where Innocence might venture to be seen; 

But reap'd no harvest for my labour till 

This day, when, guided by some deity. 

The spies discovered thee in yonder church. 

(here Beatrice^ who all the while had stood trembling 
and averted y exhibits stronger indications of 
terror,) 

I have thee, and the soul shall sooner ^it 

The limbs, ere I will part with thee again! 

And that I straight may make my fortune sure, 

And arm myself against a demon^s enry , 

' 8 
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Before these witnewes I now addreM 
Thee as my consort, and in pledge thereof. 
Thus tender thee the right hand of a knight. 

(he presents her to the Chorus,) 

I care not who thou art — I seek but thee — 
I ask no further. That thy soul is pure 
As thy descent, thy first look answer'd and 
Assured me; nay, if thou wert lowly born — 
The lowest — still but thou should^st be my loye, 
For I have lost both liberty and choice. 

That thou may*st know too whether I am lord 

Of my own actions, and placed high enough 

in this world, with strong arm to elevate 

The girl I love to what I am, I need 

But breathe my name. — It is Don Cesar speaks; 

None greater can Messina^s city boast* 

(Beatrice shrinks back^ he observes it tmd con- 
tinues after a short pause.) 

I prize thy modest silence and amazement^ 
Bashful humility's the crown of charms^ 
For beauty is a secret to itself, 
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And shrinks affriglited at its power. — I leave 
Thee for awhile alone, to calm thy mind: 
Both novelty and fortune will alarm. 

(to the Chorus,) 

Bestow on her the honours of my bride — ] 
She is so from this moment, and ^our princess! 
Inform her of the greatness of her rank. 
I will return anon, to lead her home^ 
Becoming me, and as is due to her. 

(exit.) 

BEATRICE AND THE CHORUS. 

CHORUS. 
Hail to thee, virgin, 
Beautiful princess! 
Thine is the crown, 
Thine is the triumph! 

Thee I salute, 
As the preserver of 
This generation, 

Blooming, young mother of heroes tp come< 

8* 
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Hail to diee tlirice! 
With prosperous tokens^ 
Happy one, enter 
A dwelling protected by gods, 
Hung around with the garlands of Fame, 
Where the sceptre of gold, in continual line , 
From the forefather descends to his sons. 

The sound of thy foototeps 
Will gladden the gods of the house, 
The lofty, the serious. 
Reverenced old ones. 
On the threshold 

Young Hebe will welcome thy coining. 
And the golden Victoria, 
The goddess who hovers 
Over the hand of Omnipotence, 
Ever extending her pinions, to con^jutsl. 

The chaplet of beauty 
Never shall vanish 
From this generation, 
One pr%icess departing 



— 175 — 

Hands to the other 

lfodesty*8 reil^ 

And the girdle of grace. 

But I live to behold 

What 18 loveliest of all , 

For the bloom of the daughter I see^ 

Ere the bloom of the mother hath faded« 

BEATRICE 

(awaking from her terror,) 
Ah me! In what hands 
Hath misfortime thrown me! 
Least of any 
Living beings 
Into these should I have fallen! 

Now I comprehend the terrot^ 
The mysterious horrour 
That with shivering seised me, 
When I heard the name of 
This terrific race, 
Which destructively abhors itself, 
Whichy exasperated 'gainst 
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Its own members, madlj raves! 
I have ofttimes trembling heard 
Of the brothers' serpent - enmity , 
Now relentless fate 
Plunges me, the wretched, helpless! 
In the whirlpool of their hate, — 
Into their calamity! 

(she retreats into the summer -house,) 

CHORUS. 
Much I envy the son of the gods , 
The successful enjoyer of power! 
What is most sumptuous is ever his portion, 
And from all that is lofty and splendid, 
Most regarded by mortals, 'tis he, 
Gathers the flower for himself. 

Of the pearls which the diver collects. 
He for himself still >the purest selects. 
From the winnings of general labour. 
For the monarch the best is reserved. 
His is the fairest for certain; by lots. 
Still must the servants decide. 
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And yet one is his costliest jewel, 
Eyerj other advantage be his, 
Kore than all things I envy him that^ 
For he leads home the flower of the women, 
Her 9 the delight and the joy of all eyes 9 
Her he possesses alone. 

With his falchion the sea-robber leapt 
On the coast in his midnight attach , 
And he bears off both women and men, 
Gratifying his wild inclinations, — 
But the loveliest he dareth not touch: 
She appertains to the king. 

Follow, companions, the entrance to guard, 
And the threshold of hallowed space , 
That no novice our mystery pierce. 
So the Prince shall commend us, to whom 
He hath intrusted, of all that he hath , 
Even the costliest gem. 

(The Chorus withdraws to the background. 
The scene changes to a chamber in the interiour of 
the palace,) 
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DONNA ISABELLA standing between 
DON MANUEL and DON CESAR. 

ISABELLA. 
The wished for festal day has dawn'd at length — 
I now behold my childrens* hearts cemented, 
As easily as I unite their hands, 
And in the social circle, for the first time, 
Their happy mother may reveal her heart. 
Far distant is the rude and noisy crowd 
Of witnesses, who stood between us arm^d 
For combat — now no longer does the clang 
Of steel affright mine ear, and like the owFs 
Nocturnal brood, from some vast town by fire 
Laid waste, where undisturbed for ages it 
Had nested in hereditary right. 
Flies upwards in dark swarm, obscuring day^ 
Soon as the long exiled inhabitants 
Return, with merry shouts, to reconstruct 
Their shattered dwellings, so the olden Hate 
With its attendants squinting Grudge, pale Envy, 
And hollow - eyed Suspicion through these gates 
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Flj muttering into heU, wlule Union, Peace 
And social Confidence come smiling in» 

(she pauses,) 

— *Tis not sufficient, that to-day bestows 
On each a brother; it hath likewise bom 
A sister unto you. -— Ye stand amazed? 

Ye look on me with wonder? Yes, my sons! 
*Tis time to break my silence, — to remove 
The seal that long hath closed a mystery* 

— I abo bore a daughter to your father; — * 
You have a yoimger sister living — her 
You shall embrace tins very day. 

DON CESAR. 

What, mother? 
We have a sister, and yet never heard 
That sister mentioned! 

DON MANUEL. 

In the days of our 
Glad infancy we heard that one was bom; 
But in the cradle, it was said, she died. 
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ISABELLA. 
The rumour lies! Slie lires! 

. DON CESAR. 
She lives, and this concealed from us by thee? 

ISABELLA. 
I will account for mj long secrecy, 
fiear, what in earlier time was sown, and now 
Shall ripen to a rich, abundant harvest. 
— Te still were tender boys, yet strife already 
(Oh, may it ne'er return!) divided you. 
And heaped up sorrow on your parents* hearts. 
One day your father dream'd a wondrous dream. 
Two laurel -trees appeared to spring from forth 
His nuptial bed, the branches of the one 
The branches of the other close intwining — 
Between then grew a lily -^ this became 
As fire, which seizing on their heavy boughs 
And on the timbers with a crackling sound 
Spread fearfully, and rapidly the house 
In one enormous sheet of flame devoured. 

AlarmM, your father ash'd an Arab seer, , 
His oracle, to whom his heart leant more 
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That I could wish, the impart of his dream. 
The Arab thus explained it: if my womb 
Should bear a daughter, she would slay his sons 
And him; — through her should perish all my 

race — 
And I became the mother of a girl; 
Your father gave the horrible command, 
To cast the new-born babe into the sea. 
I frustrated his barbarous intent 
And saved my daughter, aided by the dumb 
Fidelity of one domestic* 

DON CESAR. 

Blest be 

The hand that lent thee succour^ in thy need ! 

A mother^s love lachs no advice! 

ISABELLA. 

'Twas not 
The strong voice of maternal tenderness 
Alone persuaded me to spare the child. . . 
I also had a strange^ prophetic dream. 
While, with that daughter, still my womb was blest: 
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I saw an infant, fair as the God of Love, 

Disporting in 'the grass, and aU at once 

There came a lion from the forest, holding 

Fresh captured booty in his jaws, and fawning 

He dropt it in that infant's lap. 

And from the air an eagle downward swoop'd, 

A trembling roe- buck in his claws, and fondling 

Placed it in that infant's lap, and both 

The lion and the eagle peaceably 

Lay down together at that infant's feet. 

.— . The meaning of my dream, a monk resolved, 

A goldly man, from whom my heart advice 

And comfort found in every earthly ill. 

He said: i>I should give birth unto a daughter^ 

nWho would unite my sons' contentious minds 

9>With burning love.« — I treasured in my sou^. 

These words; confiding rather in the god 

Of truth than that of falsehood, — her I saved^ 

Heaven's promise and the child of blessing, 

To be one day the instrument of Peace , 

"Whene'er your growing hatred should augments 
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DON MANUEL 

(embracing his brother,) 

No sister is required to >veave the band 
Of Love, yet she shall render it more firm, 

ISABELLA. 

And thus I left her in a covert spot. 
Far distant from mine eyes, brought up mys- 
teriously , 
By strangers* hands; — denying to myself 
The very sight of her sweet countenance > 
So ardently desired^ for still I feared 
Your rigid father, who at all times gna^vv'd 
By dark suspicion and tormenting doubt, 
Had planted numerous spies to watch my steps» 

DON CESAR. 

It is already three months that the grave 
Conceals our father — what prevented thee, 
O mother, bringing to the light of day 
The long secreted one, to gladden us? 
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ISABELLA. 
What but 70ur unhappy difference, 
Which burning on with violence unquench*d. 
Even at the grave of your scarce lifeless father , 
No room for reconciliation gave?^ 
Betwixt your unsheath'd weapons, could I place 
Your sister? Would ye in that hurricane 
Have listened to a mother*s voice? And should 
I her, the precious pledge of Peace, the last 
And sacred anchor of my hopes, untimely 
Have hazarded amidst your frantic rage? 
— Ye must have learnt each other to regard 
As brethren, ere between you I could place 
Your sister as the angel of sweet concord. 
I now may do so, and will lead her forth. 
I have despatched the old domestic, and 
Each hour await his coming 5 — he will snatch 
Her from her calm retreat, convey her here. 
Unto her mother's breast and brothers* arms. 

DON MANUEL. 
And she is not the only one whom thou 
To-day shalt fold on thy maternal breast. 
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Joy enters in at every several gate; 
The desolated palace fills itself, 
And will become the seat of blooming grace. 
— • My secret now, o mother, likewise hear! 
Thou givest me a sister — in return 
I will bestow on thee a second daughter. 
Let fall thy benediction on thy son! — 
This heart hath freely chosenj I have found 
Her, who shall be companion of my days. 
Before the setting of the sun, I will 
Conduct Don ManueVs consort to thy feet. 

ISABELLA. 
And fondly I will clasp her to my breast, 
Who makes my first -bom glad; joy on her path 
Shall spring up, every flower that graces life. 
And every blessing shall reward my son. 
For giving me a mother^s fairest crown! 

DON CESAB. 
Oh, lavish not the fulness of thy blessing 
But on thy first-born! If love be a blessing, 
I bring a daughter too, that merits such 
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A parent^ who hath taught me lovers new feeling. 
Before the sun now shining shall have set, 
Don Cesar will conduct to thee his bride, 

DON MANUEL. 
Divine t almighty Love! well art thou calTd 
The queen of- Spirits! Every element 
Submits to thee, thouVt able to imite 
Even things at fiercest variance; nothing breathes 
That owns not thy supremacy, thou too 
Hast overcome the brothers' wild intent^ 
Which till this hour continued unsubdued. 

(embraeing Don Cesar,) 

Beplefee with . trust and hope I now embrace theef 
1 banish every doubt, since thou canst love. 

ISABELLA. 
Thrice blessed be this day to me, at once 
Removing from my heavy-laden breast 
Anxiety and anguish — based upon 
Unshaken pillars I behold my race*, 
And with « tranquil and contented mind 
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May look down into Timers immensity. 

It was but yesterday I saw myself 

In widow^s veil, like one secluded, lone 

And childless in these desolated halls. 

And lo ! to - day will stand beside me three 

Fair daughters, in the pri^ne of youth. 

Where in that mother, let her show herself, 

The happiest woman that e*er yet gave birth. 

Who can compare herself with me in splendour! 

— But say, what Prince's royal daughters bloom 

Upon our frontiers, and of whom I ne*er 

Have heard — my sons could not ignobly choose! 

DON MANUEL. 
To • day, if but to - day, oh ask me not 
To lift the veil which screens my happiness! 
The time draws near, that must unravel all. 
My bride may best announce herself; of this 
Be certain, thou shalt find her full of worth. 

ISABELLA. 
His father^s spirit and his father's caprice, 
My first-born son discovers! He would spin 
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At all times secretly within himself, 

And keep his resolutions in his mind 

Most inaccessible, and firmly closed! 

I grant thee readily such brief delay; 

But my son Cesar I am confident 

Will name to me the daughter of a hiiig* 

DON CESAR. 

I am not wont to be mysterious, mother* 

As franh, as open as my countenance, 

I bear my thoughts; yet what you seek to Icnow, 

That, mother — let me honestly confess, 

I have not yet demanded of myself. 

Do we inquire, from whence the sun hath fire? 

What lightens the whole world, explains itself; • 

Its light attests, that it descends from light. 

I looked into my bride*s pure shining eyes. 

And in the deep recesses of her heart, 

I know the pearl by its unsullied lustre; 

« 
And yet, I cannot tell to thee their names. 

ISABELLA. 

What do I hear? My son, explain thy words ! 

Too promptly thou hast trusted to the first 
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Strong impulse, as it inhere a heavenly voice. 
I might suspect in thee some hasty deed 
Of youth; but nothing childish -^ let me hear 
What hath induced thy choice. 

DON CESAR. 

Choice, mother? Is 
It choice, when in a moment big with fate, 
Some planet^s influence overtaltes us mortals? 
I went not forth to seek a bride, so vain 
A thought could scarcely have engaged my mind 
While st)Binding in the sanctuary of the dead; 
For there I found her, whom I did not seek. 
Most insignificant I always held 
The idle and loquacious sex; for I 
Have nowhere seen a second like to thee. 
Whom as the image of a god I reverence* 
It was my father^s solemn fimeral; 
We both assisted there, as well thou know^st, 
Disguised, unnoticed in the multitude; 
For thou hadst wisely so ordained, that our 
Inveterate contention, breaking out. 
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Might not disgrace the honour of that rite. 

— The church*g nave was hung with sable clotliy 
Around the altar twenty genii stood. 

Each bearing in his hand a torch| on high 

The coffin elevated rested there, 

And over it was thrown the white • crossed pall; 

On this, the coronet and sceptre lay, 

With luiightly ornaments, the golden spurs t 

And sword with shoulder-belt of diamonds. 

— And all in mute devotion linelt, unseen 
Then on a sudden from the lofty choir 

The organ peal'd forth, and a hundred voices 
Began the hymn — while still its sounds were heard^ 
The coffin sank, together with the' ground 
Which bore it, slowly to the nether world. 
The wide spread pall concealed the aperture. 
And on the earth the earthly decorations 
Remained behind, not following him that sank — 
But on the hymn^s seraphic wings, above 
The liberated spirit soar'd, in heaven 
To seek the lap of Mercy, <— I recall 
These things to thy remembrance, mother! all 
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Describing accurately, tliat thou mayst 
Determine, ^whether at such mournful time 
A worldly longing harboured in my heart. 
And even that sorrowful and solemn hour 
Was chosen by the Ruler of my days, 
To touch me with the ray of love. But, how 
It happened, fruitlessly I ask myself. 

ISABELLA. 
Conclude however! Let me hear the whole! 

DON CESAR. 
From whence she came, and how she found her way 
To me, incpiire not — as I turned mine eyes, 
She stood beside me, and her nearness seized 
Upon my soul with power miraculous. [ 
^Twas not the sweet allurement of her smile. 
The magic charms that dwelt upon her cheek. 
No, nor the splendour of her heavenly form — 
It was her deepest and most secret life, 
Laid hold of me with superhmnan forces 
As inconceivably as works as spell — 
Our souls, without the sound of words , without 
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A medium, spiritually seem'd to touch, 
Even aA mj breathing mix'd itself with hers; 
She was unknown to me , yet cordiallj 
Betroth'dy and all at once a light broke in 
Upon my brain 5 *tis she, or none on earth! 

DON MANUEL 

Cinterrupting hintf with fervour,) 

That is the beam of pure and holy lore , 

Which strikes into the soul; and touching, kindles, 

When hearts congenial with congenial meet; 

There is no choosing nor resisting then; 

What heaven cements, no mortal can untie. 

— I side with him, and must commend' his choice; 

He but recounts my own strange destiny^ 

And happily hath lifted up the veil 

From feelings, which obscurely quicken me. 

ISABELLA. 
I well perceive, that Destiny will lead 
My children in her own unbiassed course. 
The mighty torrent rushes fk'om the mountaias 
It hollows out its bed and makes its way, 
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Regarding not the measured path wliicb Frudenct 

Considerately plans imd forms for it. 

I therefore yield, how can I otherwise? 

Gome deity^s ungovernable hand 

In darkness spins the fortunes of nvy house* 

Your hearts, my children, are my hope's sole pledge; 

Your sentiments are noble, as your birth. 



DON CESAR. CHORUS. 

DON CESAR (more composed). 
I practise for the last time hingly power. 
To render to the earth these dear remains; 
Such are the final honours of the dead. 
Then hear the firm decision of my will. 
And see it accurately done — ye hold 
The mournful office fresh in memory, 
For *tis not long since to its sepulchre' 
You bore your prince's body. Scarcely hath 
The voice of wailing ceased within these walls, 
One corse doth thrust the other in the grave, 
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One torch beside another may be lit, 

And on this flight of steps the several trains 

Of mourners almost meet. — 

Then order forth a solemn, funeral rite^ 

Most private let it be, with portals closed. 

Even in the castle's chapel, which inshrines 

My father*A dust; — be all enacted as 

Afore. 

» 

CHORUS. 
With speedy hand it will be done, 
O tire! — erected stands the catafalk, 
A monument of that solemnity ; 
No hand hath touched the edifice of death* 

DON CESAR. 
'Twas not a happy presage, that the grave 
Stood open in the mansion of the living. 
How came it, that the scaffold should remaia 
Unbroken after its accomplished use? 

CHORUS. 
The careful times and your iU- fated strife,. 
Which tubiequently kindled into war* 
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Dividing all Messina, drew our eyes 
From off the dead, and desolate and shut 
The sanctuary hath remained. 

DON CESAR. 
Then promptly to the work! This very night. 
The midnight business must be finished; so, 
To-morrow*s sun shall find the dwelling pure 
From crimes, and shine upon a joyful race. 

(exit second Chorus^ bearing the body of Don Manueh) 

FmST CHORUS. 
Shall I convoke the brotherhood of monks, 
That they, according to (he church's usage,' 
The requiem may perform, with sacred psalms 
Consign the buried to eternal rest? 

DON CESAR. 
Their pious songs may sound about our tomb 
For endless ages by the. tapers' gleam : 
Their sacred care is needed not to-day — * 
The bloody murder scares whatever is holy. 

9 
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CHORUS. 

Resolve upon no violence, o sire I 
Rage not against thyself witH desperate deed! 
For there is none on earth can punish thee. 
And penitence buys off the wrath of Heaven. 

DOTS CESAR. 

No, none can either judge or punish me; . 
I therefore must inflict such punishment 
Upon myself! Full well I know, that Heaven 
Will sacrifice of penitence accept; 
But blood can only expiate for blood. 

CHORUS. 

— Mueh rather you should strive to stay the floods 
Of sorrow that are storming on your house. 
And not pile woe on woe« 

DON CESAR. 

The ancient curse, 
Which haunts the house, by dying I unloose. 
Free death can only snap the chain of Fate. 
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CHORUS. 
To be a soYereign to this orphan'd land. 
Thou art in duty bound, the more so^ suute 
Thou hast deprived it of its other ruler. 

DON CESAR. 
I first absoWe my debt unto the gods. 
The gods of death; another deity 
May for the living afterwards provide. 

CHORUS. 

'Where*er the sun enlightens, hope also dwells; 
From death is nothing to be gained! Reflect 
On't well! 

DON CESAR. 

Do thou reflect, and silently, 
Upon thy menial charge! Let me obey 
The Spirit, who so fearfully impels me! 
For in my soul no happy one can pry. 
And though in me thou doth not reverence 
The monarch, dread the criminal, on whom 
The heaviest malediction weighs! Respect 

9* 
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Misfortune^B head, held sacred by the gods 
The man who hath experienced what I feel 
And suffer, renders no account to mortals. 



DONNA ISABELLA. DON CESAR. 

CHORUS. 

ISABELLA 

(enters with a hesitating step, and ca^ts doubtful 

glances on Don Cesar, At length she approaches 

him and speaks with collected voice.) 

Mine eyes should never more have looked on thee, 
I vow'd so in the agony of grief; 
But all determinations melt in air, 
A mother makes, unnaturally fired 
Against the language of her heart. — My son ! 
A melancholy rumour drives me forth 
.The lonely habitation of my mourning — 
Shall I accredit it? Can it be true, 
That one day will bereave me of two sons? 
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CHORUS. 

Firm -minded you see him, determined to pass 
With fearless, free step through the portals of Death. 
Oh try ! essay thou the influence of blood, — 
A mother's entreaties! Tye spoken in vain. 

ISABELLA. 

— Those imprecations I recall, v^hich I 
InToked from heaven on thy beloved head 
But in the blindfold frenzy of despair. 
A mother cannot curse her bosom*s child. 
The child she bore in pain. Heaven doth not hear 
Such supplications 5 ponderous with tears. 
They fall back from its pure and glittering vault. 
— Oh, live my son! I rather will behold 
The one child's murderer, than weep for both. 

DON CESAR. 

Not well hast thou considered, mother, what 
Thou wishest, for thyself and mo •— my place 
No jnore can be amongst the living — yea, 
If thou couldst bear that god -detested sights 
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The murderer — I could uot, mother, bear 
The mute reproach of thy incessant grief. 

ISABELLA. 
Reproach shall never ^ield thee pain, no loud 
Nor mute complaining cut thee to the heart. 
In gradual melancholy grief shall wear 
Itself away. We will together mourn 
The sad calamity, lament and cloak 

The crime. 

» 

DON CESAR 

(tahing hold of her hand , with milder voice,) 

Thou wilt so, mother. So ^twill be. 
In gradual melancholy grief shall wear 
Itself away — then, when one sepulchre 
Enclose the murderer and murder^d^ when. 
One stone bends o*er the ashes of us both. 
For then the heavy curse will be disarmed — 
Thy sons no longer be distinguishable; 
The tears those lovely eyes shall shed, to one 
As to the other will be then; Death is 
A mighty mediator. Quench*d are then 
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The flames of anger, hatred is appeased, 
While Pity, like a weeping sister's form, 
Reclines with soft embrace upon the urn* 
Mother, withhold me not, for I descend 
To expiate a fatal malediction. 

ISABELLA. 
All Christendom is rich in images 
Of wonder, and hy wandering after such, 
A heart tormented may procure repose. 
Full many a weighty burden is cast down 
Beneath Loretto's roof, and heavenly strength 
Respires about the Holy Sepulchre, 
To cleanse the world from sin. Great influence have 
The prayers of pious men; abundant store 
Of merit's theirs, and where the murderous deed 
Was perpetrated, on the very spot 
A purifying temple can arise. 

DON CESAR. 
The arrow may be plucked from out the heart — 
The wound will never heal. Live, he who can, 
A life of peniteiice, through penances 
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Severe , atoning for eternal guilt — * 

I, mother, cannot live with broken heart* 

I must behold the joyous joyously , 

Must grapple in the air -with spirit free — 

By envy were my days empoisoned, whilo 

We both partook of thy maternal love* 

Think*st thou, I can endure the preference! 

With over me thy sorrow gives to Jdm? 

In his imperiishable palace, Death 

Has power to purify mortality 

Into a diamond of the truest virtue. 

Obliterating every flaw of frail 

Humanity. As distant as the stars 

Are from the earth, will he be raised o*er mO) 

And if an ancient jealousy in life 

Divided us while e<jual brethren, so 

*TwiU restless gnaw my heart, since he hath worn 

Eternity from me, and roams beyond 

AU discord, in the minds of men a god. 

ISABELLA. 

And have I called you to Messina, but 

To bury both! I here invited you 
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For reconciliation; cruel fate 
Still counteracts my fairest hopes! 

DON CESAB. 



Bebuke 



^oty o my mother, the conclusion! All 

Will be accomplisli^d, as hatb been decreed. 

We entered once these doors with hopes of peace, 

And peacefully we shall together sleep, 

For ever reconciled, in Death^s abode. 

ISABELLA.* 

Oh live, my son! Abandon not thy mother^ 
Most unbefriended, on a foreifp soil^ 
To rude and hardy insolence exposed, 
Because her sons no longer can protect her. 

DON CESAB. 

s 

When all the world cold-hearted shall insult thee. 
Fly to our sepulchre, and straight iuTohe 
The deity of thy departed sons; 
For gods we shall be then, and we will hear thee. 
And as the Twins of heaven are on the deep 
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A constellation to the mariner 9 

Be near, thee, and support aad nenre thj soul. 

ISABELLA. 
Live, o my son! For thy mother live! 
How can I bear to be bereaved of all! 

(she twines her arms about him with affectionate 
violence; he gently disengages himself, and 
holds out his hand to her with averted coun^ 
tenanee,) 



DON CESAB. 



Farewell I 



ISABELLA. 

Alas, full painfully I feel, 
A mother*s prayers are thrown away on thee! 
, Is there no other voice, which mightier still 
Than mine, can penetrate into thy heart? 

(she goes to the entrance of the scene,) 

Come forth my daughter! If Ixis lifeless brother 
Possess such power to draw him in the grave, 
Perchance his sister, the beloved, may 
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Allure him in the sun's light back again, 
With magic glow and pleasant hopes of life* 

BEATRICE (appears at the entrance of the 
scene). DONNA ISABELLA. DON CESAR 

AND THE CHORUS. 



DON CESAR 

(tU the sight of her is violentlx affected, and covers 
himself. ) 

O mother! mother! what hast thou contrived? 

ISABELLA (leading her forward). 
His mother has entreated him in vain; 
Do thou conjure, — implore him still to live. 

DON CESAR. 
Too crafty mother! Thou canst prove me thus! 
Back in the combat wilt thou thrust me? make 
The sun's effulgence dearer to mine' eyes , 
When on my road to everlasting night? , 

— Before me, with prevailing force, stands Life*s 
Fair angel, and pours out a thousand flowers, 
A thousand golden fruits, all streaming from 
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▲ rich and plenteous horn, all breathing life; 
The heart climbs in the warm beams of the snn^ 
And in the deadened breast the hope and 1ot« 
Of life awakes. 

ISABELLA. 

Beseech him, unto thee 
Or none will he give ear, that of our staff. 
Our last support, he rob not thee arid me. 

BEATBIGE. 
The dead demands a sacrifice; 
This he shall have — let me, o mother, be 
That sacrifice ! I was foredoomed to death , 
Ere I saw life. The curse, which persecutes 
This house, claims me; a robbery on heaven 
Is my existence. I *twas murder'd him, 
I roused the slumbering furies of your feud, -^ 
And it is meet I reconcile his shade! 

CHOBUS. 

Sorrow -burdened mother! forward press 
All thy children, emulotis of death , 
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Leaving thee in dark and joyless lifci 
Unbefriended, hopeless and alone. 

BEATRICE. 
Spare, o my brother, thy beloved head! 
Live, for thy mother ^ve! She needs her son; 
*Twas but to-day she found a daughter, and 
Can scarcely feel the loss of her she ne*er 
Possessed. 

DON CESAR 

(with deeply wounded jouLJ 
Mother, we may or live or die, 
do she unites herself with her beloved! 

BEATRICE. 
And enviest thou thy brother's lifeless dust? 

DON CESAR. 

He liveth in thy gtief a blessed life; 
Dead I 'Shall be for ever by the dead. 

BEATRICE. 
O brother! 
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DON CESAB. 

(expressive of the strongest pctssion,) 

Sister, dost tbou weep for me:? 

BEATRICE. 
Live for our mother's sake ! 

DON CESAR 

(dropping her hand, and stepping bach,) 

The mother's! — 

BEATRICE (bending on his breast,) 

Live 

For her, and be thy sister's comforter. 

CHORUS. 
She hath subdued! He could no more resist 
The soft entreaties which the sister made. 
Unhappy parent T entertain new hopes; 
He chooses life, to thee thy son remains! 

(at this moment a choral song is heard, and the 
folding ' doors expand; a raised catafdlk is 
seen is the church, and a coffin surrounded 
with lights,) 



i 
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DON CESAR (turning towards the coffin.) 
TJp, brother! Of thy sacrifice I will 
Not rob thee — from the coffin calls thy voice, 
More strongly urgent than a mother^s tears, 
And mightier than the prayer of love — I hold 
Within my arms, whatever on this earth 
Can make existence as the lot of gods — 
But I — shall I, the murderer, be blest? 
' Thy hallowed innocence lie unrevenged 
Within the silent sepulchre? — Such may 
The e<{uitable Ruler of our days 
Prevent, — such distribution in his world! — 
I have beheld tears flow for me as well; 
My heart is satisfied, I follow thee. 

(he stabs himself with a dagger, and slowly sinks 
down from his sister , who throws herself into 
the arms of her mother, ) 

CHORUS 

(after a deep silence,) 

Struck with astonishment I stand, nor know, 
Or whether to bewail or praise his lot. 
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Tet this I clearly comprehend and feel: 
However life be not the greatest good. 
The greatest of calamities is guilts 

The tnnftlator would be guilty of wipurdoiiuble ia- 
gntitnde, should ho eloie this tranilatioii, without ucknow- 
ledging the deep obligatioiy he is under to his inestiaublo 
irieud Doctor D'Alquea of M uhlheim on the Rhine , for his 
manifold assistance in eluddating and explaining difiicult 
passages therein; if the translation possess anj aieiit what- 
•ftr, th« Atiit is hist •» to hia bt eveiy encovitta paidi* 
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NIGHT. 

•^ lofty, narrow, vaulted, gothic chamber ; Favst, 
much disquieted, is seated before a desk. 



FAUST. 
Philosophy, Law, Medecine, 
And to my sorrow too Theology! 
With ardent pains IVe studied through -^ 
And here I stand, a wretched fooll 
Am just as wise as heretofore; 
Master of Arts, even 'doctor I am sidled. 
And up and down, oblique and curved, 
For ten long years have dragged about 
My pupils by the nose — 
And see we can know nothing! 
^Twill sheer consume my heart* 
'Tis true, I am more sapient than the fops, 
Masters of Arts, doctors, clerics and parsons j 
I am plagued by no scruple nor doubt , 
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Fear neither devil nor hell — 

For that, all my joy too is gone. 

I deem not I luiow what is worth being Imowii, 

Nor beliere there is aught I could teach 

To convert or to better mankind, 

I have neither possessions nor coin, 

Nor honour and pomp of the worlds 

No dog would desire. to prolong such a life! 

And therefore I have turn'd my mind to magic. 

To try, through Spirits* might and Spirits* voic«> 

If many a mystery may not be learnt; 

That I no longer, with laborious sweaty 

Need utter what I do not comprehend^ 

That I may hnow what keeps the inner world 

Together, may behold all operating powers 

And seeds, and deal no more in words. 

m 

Oh! mayst thou see, full shining moma. 
My torments for the last time; 
Thy rising I have watched for 
Night after night before this desk: 
Then, on volumet and on papers. 
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Sad friend, tbou hast appeared to ne! 

Ah! could I but on mountain - tops. 

Wander in thy lovely light, 

Round mountain - caves with Spirits hover , 

On meadows in thy twilight move *) ^ 

Disburdened of all qualms of knowledge, bath« 

Ia thy salubrious dew! 

Alas! and am I in this dungeon fixM? 
Accursed, danh, mural hole! 
Where even the blessed light of heaven 
Breaks dimly through the coloured panes I 
•Confined by heaps of books , 
Worm ' eaten, dust • besmeared. 
Which, to the very ceiling mount, 
0*erhung with smoky paper; 
Beset with vials, boxes, 
With instruments stufiTd up, 
Ancestrel furniture crammed in — 
This is thy world! and such we call a world! 

*) Tlie £nglifh Ungaage hai no word to tzprcti tht 
poetical aeiiie of tht German „ weben. *' 
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And dost tbou ask still, vihy tliine anxious bcart 
Feels cramp*d within thj bosom? 
Why anguisli unexplain*d 
Checks every motion of thy life? 
Instead of animated nature. 
Wherein the deity made man, 
Mid fume and n^ould thou art engirt 
By human bones and skeletons of beasts. 

Up! Fly! Go, seek remotest lands f 

And this mysterious book. 

From Nostradamus^s own hands, • 

Fst not companionship enough for thee? 

And when thou art by Nature taught. 

And understand^st the planets* course, 

Thy soul, enlarging, then shall know 

How Spirit speaks with Spirit. 

In vain, dry meditation would explaiii 

The sacred symbols unto thee. 

Ye Spirits hovering near me. 

Give answer, if ye hear me ! 

f^e opens the volume ^ and observes the sign of 

IHacrocosmus, ) 
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Ha! as I gaze, what rapture flows 

At once through every sense! 

The joung, the holy joys of life I feel 

Fresh glowing run through nerve and vein. 

Was it a god who wrote this sign, 

Which all internal raving calms, — with bliss. 

Mysterious impulse, fills my wretched heart. 

Around me here unveiling Nature^s powers? 

Am I a god? All seems to me so clear! 

In these pure characters I view 

The springs of Nature laid before my soul. 

Now first I comprehend the wise man*s words: 

iiThe world of Spirits is not closed; 

wThy mind is shut, thy heart is dead! 

uRise, scholar, indefatigable bathe 

»Thy earthly bosom in the dawn of morning !« 

(he looks at the sign,) 

m 

How all unites and forms a whole; 

One in the other works and lives! 

How heavenly Powers arise and sinh, 

And each to each the golden bucket hands ! 
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From heaven tltey pass tltrougli the earth 
With pinions fragrant with blessing, 
Their harmony pervades the universe! 

Oh, what a scene! but ah! a scene alone! — 
Where shall I seiee thee, endless Nature? 
Te breasts, oh where? ye fountains of all life, 
To which hang heaven and earth; 
Towards you the withered bosom presses — 
Ye flow, give drink, — • and must I thirst in vain ? 

(he turn over the leaves of the volume ongrily, and 
observes the sign of the Spirit of the earth,) 

How different operates this sign! 

Thou, Spirit of the earth, art nearer me; 

Already do I feel my strength increased. 

Already glow as with new wine. 

Feel fortitude to venture in the worlds 

To bear its sorrows and its joys. 

To battle with the tempest, 

Nor tremble in the shipwreck's crash 9 — 

Clouds gather over me — 

The moon withdraws faer light — 
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The lamp burns dim! 

Vapours rise ! — Red beams flash round my head -^, 

A shuddering from the vaulted roof descends 

And fastens on me! 

I feel that thou art near, invoked Spirit. 

Disclose thyself! 

Ha! what commotion's in mj breast! 

To new sensations 

How every sense tumultuously awakens! 

I feel that I am wholly at thy will! 

Thou must! thou must! and though- it cost my life! 

(he takes up the volume^ and mysteriously pronounces 
the sign of fhe Spirit. A reddish flame appears, 
the SptRiT is seen in the flame.) 

SPIRIT. 
Who calls me? 

FAUST (turned away.) 
Dreadful apparition! 

SPIRIT. 
Thou hast attracted me with all thy power -r- 

Thou, long time suckled on my sphere, 

And now — 

FAUST. 
Horrible! I cannot bear thet! 

10 
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SPIRIT. 
With breathless longing thou hast prayed, to view 
My countenance, to hearhen to my voice; 
Thy fervent supplication i/irrought on me, --* 
Lo! here I am! — What pitiful alarm 
Lays hold of him that would be more than man! 
Where, where is thy soul*s vocation? 
Where is the br«ast, which could create a world 
Within itself, sustain and nourish it, which swoln 
With transport would «xalt itself to ui ? 
Where art thou, Faust 9 whose voice 1 heard, 

who hast 
Exerted every spell to draw me here? 
Fst thou? encompassed by my stormy breath, 
In every vital part thus shaken, — 
A timorous, writhing worm! 

TAUST, 

Thou fiery figure, thy inferiour shall 

I deem myself? That Faust am I, thine equal! 

SPIRIT. 
In the rivers of life , 
In the tempest of deeds 



i 
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I move up a&d down, 

Wave to and fro! 

Birth and death, 

An endless sea, 

A various weaving, 

A glowing life; 

Thus I create on Timers blustering loom, 

Working the garb, living garb of the godhead. 

FAUST. 
Thou who doit wander round the spacious wofM| 
How, busy Spirit, I am lihe to thee! 

SPIRIT. 
Thou'rt lihe the Spirit thou conceivest, 
Ifot met 

C disappearing.) 

FAUST (shnnking hack.) 
Not thee? 
Whom then? ' 
I, the image of the godhead! 
And not even like to thee! 

(a kncckiHg,) 

10» 
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O death ! I know — that is my famulus -* 
Annihilated is mj happiness! 
That a dry, sneaking fellow should distuxi> 
This plenitude of visions! 



PVood and Cave, 

■' FAUST (alone.) 
Exalted Spirit! thou hast given me, given 
Me all that I required. Thou hast not turned 
On me thy fire -girt countenance in vain. 
Thou gav*8t me beauteous Nature as my realm > 
And power to feel and to enjoy her. Not 
To be her cold and wondering visitor 
Alone hast thou permitted, but allowed 
Me in the deep recesses of her breast 
To look, as in the bosom of a friend. 
Mankind hast thou conducted in a row 
Before my vision, and instructed me to know 
My brethren in the quiet grot, in wave • 
And atmosphere. And when the tempest roars 
And rattles in the wood, when giant firs 
Are rent and falling crush their neighbouring stems. 
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While loud the kills ree<{lio with their fall; 
'Then dost thou lead me to some sheltered cave, 
Show me unto myself, — and mysteries 
Profound and secret open in my breast. 
And if before my sight the lovely moon 
Arise with all her soothing influence; then, 
From rock and humid brake, the silver forms 
Of pristine ages float up, and subdue 
And temper contemplation's too severe delight* 

That nothing can be perfect amongst men, 
I now perceive. Thou gav'st beyond this joy, 
Which brings me ever nearer to the gods, 
Gav'st the companion, whom I can no more 
Dispense with, though, coldhearted and con 

temptuous. 
He lowers me in mine own esteem, and with 
A single word, a breath, annuls thy gifts. 
He diligently fans within my breast , 
A tameless passion for each beauteous form. 
I reel from appetite unto enjoyment, 
And in enjoyment thirst for appetite. 
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MEPHI8TOPHELES (ent^s.) 

MEPmSTOFHELES. 

Hast had cnongh of such a life? 
How can it in the long run please? 
*Ti8 welly to mahe the trial once; 
Then afterwards to something fresh! 

FAUST. 
I would that thou hadst more to do y 
Than thus to plague me on mj better day. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well well! I willingly would let yon rest; 
You dare not in good earnest tell me so. 
In thee, associate l^een, unkind and mad. 
Is really little to be lost. 
One has enough to do the livelong day! 
What pleases him, or must be let alone. 
One canH perceive on monsieur''3 nose. 

FAUST. 
That is precisely the right tone ! 
He also would have thanks for tiring me. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 
Poor son of earth! without me. 
How hadst thou passed th^ days? 
IVe cured thee, for a while at least, 
Of those same zigzags of imagination ; 
, And were I not, thou long ago 
Hadst march'd off from this globe* 
Why thus in caverns, clefts of rochs 
Sit moping like a hornowl? 
Why, like a paddock, sip thy nutriment 
From dripping stones and humid moss? 
A fine, delightful pastime! 
The doctor still adheres to thee. 

FAUST* 

Canst thou imagine, what new living strength 
This wandering in the wilderness supplier? 
Ay, couldst thou but conjecture, thou wert fiend 
Enough to envy me my happiness. ■ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
A superhuman pleasure ! 

In night and dew to lie upon the mountains, 
And earth and heaven deliciously embrace, 
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To let himself swell up unto a f^odhead, 

To rummage in the bowels of the earth 

With fierce misgivings^ 

The six days labour in his bosom feel, 

In haughty strength I Icnow not what enjoj,^ 

Soon rapturously loving overflow. 

The mortal whoUy disappeared, 

And then the lofly intuition — 

(with a gesture)- 

I dare not mention how — to finish* 

FAUST. 
Fy on thee! 

MEPUISTOPHELES. 

That does not suit you 5 as a wellbred man, 

fou have full right to utter fy. 

Before chaste ears one must not name, 

What chaste hearts can't dispense with. 

And once for all, I grant him the enjoyment. 

At times to lie unto himself 5 

Even that he cannot hold out long. 

Thou art a second time repulsed, 

And, longer should it last, wilt be consume.d 

In madness or alarm.. 
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Suffice it tben! Thy sweetheart sits within, 

And fancies every thing so sad and tight. 

Incessantly she thinks of thee , 

Immoderately loves thee. 

First came your raging passion overflowing, 

From melting snow as overrims a brook 5 

TouVe poured it in her hearty 

Your brooklets once more shallow* 

Methinks, instead of throning in the woods, 

It might be better for the gentleman, 

That poor, young, apish' blood 

To recompense for its affection. 

The time hangs heavy on her hands; 

She stands before the window, sees the clouds 

Sail o'er the town's old walls^i 

•Were I a bird!«i so runs her song 

The livelong day, and half the night. 

One moment she is merry, mostly sad, 

One moment quite outwept, 

Then calm again, as it appears, •— 

And still enamoured. 

FAUST.. 

Serpent! serpent! 



— aae — 

MEPHISTOPHELES (aside,) 
Ha! liare I caught thee! 

TAUST. 
Reprobate! be gone. 
And do not name that lovely woman! 
Arouse not in my half bewildered mind 
Again the appetite for her sweet body! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
What would you then? She thinks you Ye fled 

from her, 
And partially you are already so. 

FAUST. 
Oh! I am near, and even were I remote, 
I never can forget, nor live without her! 
Yes, I begrudge the body of the Lord *) 
Its contact with her lips. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
Right good, my friend! I oft have envied you 
The twins, which nestle under roses. 

*) It is to be regretted tliat tke pott akomlA k«re iateo- 
daced these two lines i however poetical, to tbt ckristiaa 
reader they are highly offensive. 
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FAUST. 

Hence, pander! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
Fine! You rail and I must laugb. 
The God who made both boys and girls. 
Straight knew their noblest calling. 
As well as to afford occasion. 
Away, it is a vast misfortune! 
To your sweethearts chamber you shall go, 
Not possibly to die! 

PAUST. 
What is celestial pleasure in her arms? 
Oh, let me glow up<Mi her breast! 
Do I not always feel for her distress t 
The fugitive, without a dwelling, am I not? 
A monster, restless and without an aim? 
YITho, like a torrent, foams from rock to rock, 
Outrageously desirous of the gulph. 
On one side she, with childish, simple mind. 
Her cottage on the little alpine field, 
And all her household works 
Enclosed within that tiny world. 
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And I, the God-detested^- not content 
With having seized the rocks 
And dash'd them into atoms! 
Her, and her peace must I have undermined! 
Must thou too , &ell, have had this sacrifice ! 
Help, devil, to abridge the anxious hours! 
"What must be done, let it be quickly done! 
May her fate fall on me as well. 
And both together perish. 

MEPHISTOPHELES* 

How it doth boil and burn again ! 
Go in and comfort her, thou fool ! 
Where such a noddle sees no passage out^ 
He instantly conceives his end. 
Long live the man whose courage lasts L 
Thou otherwise art pretty diabolical. 
I know of nothing more insipid, thi 
A. devil who despairs. 
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DUNGEON. 



FAUST 

(before a small iron door^ with a bunch of keys 

and a lamp,) 

A sense of fear, I have not felt for long , 

Creeps o'er me, all the misery of Man. 

She dwells behind this humid wall^ 

Well-meant illusion was her crime! 

Thou hesitatest to go unto her! 

Thou tremblest to see her again! 

On! Thy timid delay accelerates death. 

(He takes hold of the padlock, A voice sings within.) 

My mother, the w , 

Who destroyed me! 
My father, the rogue, 
Who devoured me ! 
My little sister *) 
Collected the bones, 
Within a cool place; 

*) Of theie eqidvocal lines in th« originali the moi* d«- 
ctnt inttrpnUtion hM bc«n fivcn. 
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I then was a beautiful bird of the wood ; 
Fly away, fly away ! 

FAUST (unlocking the door.) 
She deems not that her lover listens. 
The rattling fetters hears, the rustling straw* 

(he enters,) 

MARGARET 

(concealing herself in tfie straw of her pallet.) 

Woe ! Woe ! They come. O bitter death I 

FAUST (softly.) 

Hush ! hush ! I come to set thee free. 

MARGARET (crawling towards him,) 

If thou art human, feel for my distress. 

FAUST* 

Thy shrieks will rouse the watch! 

(he takes hold of the chainSf to unfasten them.) 

MARGARET (on her knees.) 

Who, headsman, gave to thee 

Such power o*er me! 

Thou'rt come to fetch me at the midnight hour. 

Have pity, let me live! 

Is break of day not soon enough? 

(rising.) 
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Still young, 80 young am I — 

And must already die! 

I too was fair, which was raj min. 

Near was the friend, .he now is far away j 

Torn lies the garland, the flowers are scattered. 

Hold me not so roughly! 

Spare me! Have I injured thee? 

In vain, oh let me not implore, — * 

I never gazed on thee before! 

FAUST. 

Can I endure such wretchedness! 

MARGARET. 

I am completely in thy power. 
Let me but suclile first my child. 
Tve fondled it the whole night long; 
To vex me they have tahen it from me. 
And now declare that I destroyed it. 
I never shall be happy — n<ever more! 
Songs they sing on me! Tis wicked of them! 
So ends an ancient tale; 
Who ask'd them to explain it? 
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FAUST (casting himself at her feet, ) 

A lover's at thy feet, 

To burst the bondage of thy misery. 

MARGARET (throwing herself upon him.y 
Oh! let us kneel) and call upon the saints!- 
Lo! under yon steps, 
Under the threshold 
Hell boileth up ! 
The Evil one, 
Enraged, 
Makes a terrible din! 

FAUST (aloud.) 
Margaret! Margaret!' 

MARGARET (attentive.) 
That was the voice of the friend ! 

(fShe leaps up. The chains fall off.) 

Where is he? I heard him call. 

I am free! None shall detain me. 

I will hasten to his arms. 

Will lie on his breast ! 

He caird Margaret! He stood on the threshold^ 

Mid all the howling and gnashing of hell ,. 



J 
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Mid the furious, devilish jeer, 

Well I knew the sweet tones of his voic^* 

FAUST* 
It it I! 

MiRGABET. 
Thou ! Oh say so once again ! 

(taking hold of him,) 

'Tis ke! Tis he! Where is all pain? 

The terror of the dungeon, where? 

'Tis thou! and come to rescue me I 

I am rescued! — 

Again the street I sec, 

In which I saw thee firsts 

The pleasant garden. 

Where I and Martha wait for thee* 

FAUST (endeavouring to go.) 
Come away! Gome away! 

MARGARET. 

Oh stay! 
So willingly I tarry where thou art. 

(caressing.) 
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FAUST. 

Hasten! 

Or thy delay, 

Will cost us dear. 

MARGARET. 
What? thou canst no longer kiss? ' 
It is so short a time since we did part , 
And hast thou, friend, forgotten how to kiss? 
Why do I tremble on thy neck? 
When formerly thy words, thy looks 
Were heaven to me, 

And you kiss*d me as if you would have choked me. 
Kiss me! 
Or I will thee! 

(she embraces him. J 

Alas! thy lips are chill. 

Are stilL 

Whither is thy love? 

Who has stolen it from me? 

(she turns away from him. J 

FAUST. 

Gome! Follow me! Take courage, dearest 1 



— 255 — 

I love thee with thousandfold fire; 
But follow me ! I pray thee, only this ! 

MARGARET (turning towards him.) 

And is it thou? And is it truly thou? 

FAUST, 

Tis I! then come! 

' MARGARET. 

Thou wilt unlock my chain, 
Wilt tahe me on thy lap again. 
How is it, thou dost not avoid me, friend? 
And hnow^st thou whom thou settest free? 

FAUST. 

Gome! come! The night doth quickly wane. 

* MARGARET. 

My mother I have slain. 

My infant drown'd. 

Was it not given to thee and me? 

Thee too — 'tis thou! I scarce believe it yet. 

Give me thy hand! It is no dream! 

*Tis thy dear hand — but it is wet ! 

Wipe it! Methinks I see 

Upon it blood. 

God! — What hast thou done! 
Put up thy sword; 

1 pray thee, do! 
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FAUST. 

Let what is past be past, — 
Thou'lt kill me. 

MARGARET. 
No, thou must remain! 
I will mark out the graves. 
Which thou must provide fot" 
To - morrow; 

On my mother bestow th.e best place ^ 
My brother beside her, 
Me a little removed. 

But not too far! / , 

And our babe upon my right breast. 
Nobody else will lie with me! — 
To rivet my .arms on thy n^ck, 
Was rapture delicious! 
That is now at an end; 

It seems as though I must force myself on thee. 
As if thou didst shrink back from me ; 
And yet it is thou. 
And thy looks are so gentle, so good. 

FAUST. 
If thou dost feel so, come ! 

MARGARET. 
That way out? 

FAUST. 
In the open air. 
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MARGARET. 

If a grave be there, 

If Death lurk vvithout, come! 

Hence to the bed of eternal repose , 

And not a step further — 

Thou goest? O Henry, could I! 

FAUST. 

Thou canst! The door is open. 

MARGARET. 

I dare not go; for me is naught to hope. 
Of what avail is flight? They still will watch. 
It is so wretched to be forced to beg, 
And that too with a conscience unclean! 
It is so wretched to wander abroad. 
And they must detect me at last! 

FAUST. 

Ill stay with thee. 

MARGARET. 
Haste! Haste! . . 

Save thy child. 
On! The way 
Towards the brook, 
Over the style, 
In the forest. 

To the left, near the planks 
In the pool. 



\ 
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Seize it quickly! 
Twill rise, 
It struggles still! 
Save! Save! 



FAUST. 



J 



Collect thy mind! 

One single step, and thou art free! 

MARGARET. 

Had we but pass'd the mountain! 

There sits my mother on a stone — 

An ice-cold hand is on me! 

There sits my mother on a stone, 

And rolls her head from side to side; 

She nods not, she beckons not, her head is so heary^, ^ 

She hath slept so long, she will wake no more. 

She slept that we might rejoice. 

Those were felicitous times! 

FAUST. 

Are words, are prayers unavafling; 
I then must bear thee away. 

MARGARET. 

Leave me! No, I will suffer no force! 
Lay not such violent hands on meT 
Kind was I ever and gentle to thee. 

FAUST. 
Day dawns! Dearest! dearest] 
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MARGARET. 

)a)r! Yes, it will be day! the last day presaet on; 

t should have been my wedding-day! 

Tell no one thou hast been with Margaret. 

)h, my wreath! 

3ven now 'tis done! ' 

i/Ve shall meet again ; 

3ut not at the dance. 

The multitudes move on in silence. 

The square, the streets 

Cannot contain them; 

.Vow tolls the bell, •*- the staff is broken. 

How they grapple and bind me! 

I am borne to the block. 

The sword which waves o*er mint^ 

Already 's felt by every neck. 

The world is speechless as the grave! 

FAUST. 
Would I had never livedo 

MEPHISTOPHELES (appears without.J 

CJp! or thou art lost. 
Useless lingering and prattling! 
My horses shiver, — 
The morning breaks. 

MARGARET. 
What rises from the earth ? 
Bel he! Send him away! 
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What would he 6n the saBctified spot? 
M« would he have! 

FAUST. 

Thou Shalt liTe! 

MARGARET. 
To God*s tribunal I have given myself! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (to Faust.) 
Come! come! or I will leave thee in the lurch,; 

MARGARET. 
Father, I am thine! Oh save me! 
T« angels! All ye heavenly hosts, 
Encamp yourselves around me, shield met 
Henry! I shudder, when I look at thee. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
She is judged! 

VOICE (from above,) 

Is saved! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (to Faust.) 

Along with m*e! 

(disappears with Faust,) 

VOICE (from wUhin, calUng,) 
Henry! Henry! 

THE END. 
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